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LXXVl. 

EMEKSON TO CARLTLE. 

Concord, 1 July, 1842. 
Mr DEAR Cabltle, — I have lately received from 
our slow friends, James Mtuiroe & Co., $246 on 
account of their sales of the Mlscellaniei, — and 
1 enclose a hill of Exchange for £51, which cost 
(246.60. It is a long time since I sent you any 
sketch of the account itself, and indeed a long 
time since it was posted, as the booksellers say ; 
I but I will And a time and a clerk also for this. 

I have had no word from you for a long space. 

Tou wrote me a letter from Scotland after the 

death of your wife's mother, and full of pity for me 

also; and since, I have heard nothing. I confide 

. that all has gone well and prosperously witli you ; 

I that the iron Puritau is emerging from the Past, 
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iu shape and stature as he lived; and you ard'l 
recruited by sympathy and content with your pic- \ 
ture ; and tliat the sure repairs of timo and love J 
and active duty have brought peace to the orphan | 
daughter's heart. My friend Alcott must also I 
have visited you before this, and you have 
whether any relation could subsist betwixt men so ' 
differently excellent. His wife here has heard of 
his arrival on your coast, — no more. 

I submitted to what seemed a necessity of petty 
literary patriotism, — I know not what else to call 
it, — and took charge of our thankless little Dial^ 
here, without subseiibers enough to pay even & pub- 
Usher, much less any laborer ; it has no penny for 
editor or contributor, nothing but abuse in th« 1 
newspapers, or, at best, silence ; but it serves as a ] 
sort of portfolio, to carry about a few poems or \ 
sentences which would otherwise be transcribed 
and circulated ; and always we are waiting when 
somebody shall come and make it good. But I 
took it, OS I said, and it took me, and a great deal 
of good time, to a small purpose. I am ashamed 
to compute how many hours and days these chores 
consume for me. I had it fully in my heart t» 
write at largo leisure in noble mornings opened \>j 
prayer or by readings of Plato or wliomsocver else is 
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dearest to the Morning Muse, a chapter on Poetry, 
for which all readings, all studies, are but prep- 
aration; but now it ia July, and my chapter is iu 
rudest beginnings. Yet when I go out of doors in 
the summer night, and see how high tlie stars are, 
I am persuaded that there is time enough, here or 
somewhere, for all that I must do ; and the good 
world manifests very little impatience. 

Stearns Wheeler, the Cambridge tutor, a good 
Grecian, and the editor, you will remember, of your 
American Editions, is going to London in August 
probably, and on to Heidelberg, &c. Ho means, I 
believe, to spend two years in Germany, and will 
come to sea you on liis way ; a man whose too 
facile and good-natured manners do some injustice 
to his virtues, to his great industry and real knowl- 
edge. He has been corresponding with your Tenny- 
son, and editing his Poems here. My mother, my 
wife, my two little girls, are well; the youngest, 
Edith, is the comfort of my days. Peace and lore 
be with you, with you both, and all that is yours, 
R. W. EMEneoN. 

In OOP present ignorance of Mr. Alcott's address 
I advised his wife to write to your care, as ho was 
also charged to keep you informed of his place. 
You may therefore receive letters for him with tliis. 
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CABLTLE TO EUERSOH. 

Chelsea, London, 19 July, 1841. I 
Mr DEAR Emebson, — Lest Opportunity agaio 
escape me, I will take licr, tliia time, by the fore- 
lock, and write while tho matter is still hot. You 
have been too long without hearing of me ; far 
longer, at least, than I meant. Here is a second 
Letter from you, besides various intermediate Notes 
by the hands of Friends, since that Templand Let- 
ter of mine : the Letter arrived yesterday ; my an- 
swer shall get under way to-day. 

First under the head of business let it be authen- 
ticated that the Letter enclosed a Draft for .£51 ; 
a new, unexpected munificence out of America ; 
which is ever and anon dropping gifts upon me, 
— to be received, aa indeed they partly are, like 
Hanna dropped out of the sky ; the gift of un- 
seen Divinities ! The last money I got from you 
changed itself in the usual soft manner from dol- 
lars into sovereigns, and was what they call " all 
right," — all except the little Bill (of Eight Founds 
and odds, I think) drawn on Eraser's Executors by 
Brown (Little and Brown ?) ; which Bill the said 
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Executors having refuaed for I know not what rea- 
son, I returned it to Brown with note of the dis- 
honor done it, and bo the aura still stands on his 
Boolcs in our favor. Eraser's people are not now 
my Booksellers, except in the matter of your Estays 
and a second edition of Sartor ; the other Books I 
got transferred to a certain pair of people named 
" Chapman and Hall, 186 Strand " ; which opera- 
tion, though (I understand) it was transacted with 
great and vehement reluctance on the part of the 
Fraser people, yet produced no quarrel between 
them and me, and they still forward parcels, Ac, 
and are full of civility when I see them ; — so that 
whetlier this had any effect or none in their treat- 
ment of Brown and his Bill I never knew ; nor in- 
deed, having as you explained it no concern with 
Brown's and their affairs, did I ever happen to in- 
quire. I avoid all Booksellers; see them rarely, 
the blockheads ; study never to think of them at all. 
Book-sales, reputation, profit, &c., ic. ; all this at 
present is really of the nature of an encumbrance 
to me ; which I study, not without success, to sweep 
almost altogether out of my head. One good is still 
possible to me in Life, one only : To screw a little 
more work out of myself, my miserable, despicable, 
yet living, acting, and so for imperial and celestial 
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%elf; aud this, God knows, is difficulty enough with- 
out any foreign one ! 

You ask after Cromwell: ask not of him; he is 
like to drive me mad. Tliere he lies, shining clear 
enougli to me, nay glowing, or painfully burning ; 
but far down; sunk under two hundred years of 
Cant, Oblivion, Unbelief, and Triviality of every 
kind : through all which, and to the top of all 
which, what mortal industry or energy will avail to 
raise him ! A thousand times I have rued that my 
poor activity ever took that direction. The likeli- 
hood still is that I may abandon the task undone. 
I have bored through the dreariest mountains of 
rubbish; I have visited Nascby Field, and how 
many other unintelligible fields and places ; I have 
&c., &c. : — alas, what a talent have I for getting 
into the Impossible! Meanwhile my studies still 
proceed ; I even take a ghoulish kind of pleasure 
in raking through these old bone-houses and burial- 
aisles now; I have the strangest fellowship with 
that huge Genius of Death (universal president 
there), and catch sometimes, through some cliink 
or other, glimpses into blessed ulterior regions, — 
blessed, but as yet altogether nlent. There is no 
use of writing of things past, unless they can be 
made in fact things present : not yesterday at all, 
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but Bimply to-day and what it bolde of fulfilment 
and of promises is oun : the dead ought to bury 
their dead, ought they not ? In short, I am very 
unfortunate, aud deserve your prayers, — in a quiet 
kind of way ! If you lose tidings of rac altogether, 
and never Iiear of me more, — consider simply that 
I have gone to my natal element, that the Mud 
Nymphs have sucked me in ; as they have douo 
several in their time ! 

Sterling was here about the time your Letters to 
him came ; your American reprint of his pieces 
was naturally gratifying him mucb.^ He seems 
getting yearly more restless ; necessitated to find 
an outlet for himself, unable as yet to do it well. I 
think he will now write Review articles for a while; 
which craft is really, perhaps, the one he is fittest 
for bitlierto. I love Sterling: a radiant creature; 
but very restless; — incapable either of rest or of 
effectual motion : aurora borealis and sheet light- 
ning ; which if it could but concentrate itself, as I 
[say] always — ! — We had much talk ; but, on 
the whole, even his talk is not much better for mo 
than silence at present. Me mUerum / 

Directly about the time of Sterling's departure 
came Alcott, some two weeks after I had heard of 

1 •"me Poetical Works of John SterliDg," PhikdelphU, 1S12. 
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hiB arrival on these Bhores, He haa been twice 
here, at conBiderable length; the second time, all 
night. He ia a genial, innocent, simple-hearted 
man, of much natural intelligence and goodness, 
with an air of rusticity, veracity, and dignity with- 
al, wliich in many ways appeals to one. The good 
Alcott : with his long, lean face and figure, with Iiis 
gray worn temples and mild radiant eyes ; all bent 
on saving the world by a return to acorns and the 
golden age ; he comes before one like a kind of 
venerable Don Quixote, whom nobody can evea 
laugh at without loving ! . . . . 

My poor Wife is still weak, overshadowed with 
sorrow : her loss is great, the loss almost as of the 
widow's mite; for except her good Mother she bad 
almost no kindred left; and as ior friends — they 
are not rife in this world. — Ood be thanked withal 
they are not entirely non-extant! Have I not a 
Friend, and Friends, though they too are in boi^ 
row ? Good be with you all. 

T. Carltlb. 

By far the valuablest thing that Alcott brought 
mc was the NewspaiKjr report of Emerson's last 
Lectures in New York. Really a right wholesome 
thing; radiant, fresh as the marning ; a thing 
worth reading; which accordingly I clipped from 
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the Newspaper, and have in a state of asaiduoua ' 
circulation to the comfort of many. — I cannot 
bid you quit the Dial, thoiigli it, too, alas, ia 
Antinomiau somewhat I Perge^ perge, neverthe- 
less. — And 80 now an end. T. C. 



CAHLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Crelsca, LoTtDoy, Z9 August, 184!. 
Mt dear Emeeson, — This morning your new 
Letter, of the 15th August, has arrived ; ' exactly one 
fortnight old; thanks to the gods and Bt^ara-deraone ! 
I already, perhaps six weeks ago, answered your 
former Letter, — acknowled^ng the maaaa-gift of 
tlie £51, and other things; nor do I think the 
Letter can have been lost, for I remember putting 
it into the Post-Office myself. To-day I am on tlie 
eve of an expedition into Suffolk, and full of petty 
business: however, I will throw you one word, — 
were it only to lighten my own heart a little. You 
are a kind friend to me, and a precious; — and 
when I mourn over the impotence of Human 
Speech, and how each of us, speak or write as ho 
> Thia \nux dC IGtb August m mtiiaing. 
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will, haa to stand dumb, cased up in hia own un- 
utterabilitieB, before his unutterable Brother, I feel 
always as if Kmcrson were the man I could soonest 
try to speak with, — were I within reach of him! 
Well ; we must be content. A pen is a pen, and 
worth eomcthiiig; though it espresacs about as 
much of a man'» meaning perhaps as the stamping 
oX a hoof will express of a horse's meaning ; a very 
poor expression indeed! 

Your bibliopolic advice about Cromwell or my 
next Book shall be carefully attended, if I live ever 
to write another Book ! But I have again got down 
into primeval Night; and live alone and mute with 
the Manet, as you say; uncertain whether I shall 
ever more see day, I am partly ashamed of my- 
self; but cannot help it. One of my grand difficul- 
ties I suspect to be that I cannot write two Books 
at once ; cannot be in tlie seventeenth century and 
in the nineteenth at one and the same moment ; a 
feat which excels even that of the Irishman's hird : 
" Kobody but a bird can be in two jilaces at once ! " 
For my heart is sick and sore in behalf of ray own 
poor generation ; nay, I feel withal as if tlie one 
hope of help for it consisted in the possibility of 
new Cromwells and new Puritans : tluis do the 
two centuries stand related to mo, the seventeenth 
worthless except precisely in so far as it can be 
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made the nineteenth ; and yet let anybody try that 
enterpriBe! Heaven help me. — I believe at least 
that I ought to hold my toriyue ; more especially at 
preBent. 

Thanks for asking me to write you a word in 
the Dial. Had such a purpose struck me long 
ago, there liave been many things passing tlirough 
my head, — march-marching as tliey ever do, in 
long-drawn, scandalous Falstaff-regiments (a man 
ashamed to be seon passing througii Coventry with 
such a set ! ) — some one of which, snatclicd out of 
the ragged rank, and dressed and drilled a little, 
might perhaps fitly have been saved from Chaos, 
and sent to the Dial. In future we shall be on the 
outlook. I love your IHal, and yet it is with a kind 
of shudder. You seem to me in danger of dividing 
youraeivea from the Fact of this present Universe, 
in wliici] alone, ugly as it is, can I find any anchor- 
age, and soaring away after Ideas, Beliefs, Revela- 
tions, and sucli like, — into perilous altitudes, as I 
think ; beyond the curve of perpetual frost, for one 
thing ! I know not how to utter what impression 
you give me; take the above as some stamping of 
the fore-hoof. Surely I could wish you returned 
into your own poor nineteenth century, its follies 
and maladies, its blind or half-blind, hut gigantic 
toilings, its laughter and its tears, and trying to 
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evolye in some measure the hidden Godlike that 
lies in it; — that seems to me the kind of feat for 
literary men. Alas, it is so easy to screw one's 
self up into high and ever higher altitudes of Tran- 
scendentalism, and see nothing luidcr one but the 
everlasting snowa of Himmalayali, the Earth shrink- 
ing to a Planet, and the indigo firmament sowing it- 
self with daylight stare ; easy for you, for me : bat 
whither does it lead ? I dread always, To inanity 
and mere injuring of the lungs! — '* Stomp, Stamp, 
Stamp ! " — Well, I do believe, for one thing, a 
man has no right to say to his own generation, 
turnuig quite away from it, " Be danmed ! " It is 
the wliole Past and the whole Future, this same 
cotton-spinning, dollar-hunting, canting and shriek- 
ing, very wretched generation of oura. Come back 
into it, I tell you; — and so for the present will 

" stamp " no more 

Adieu, my friend ; I must not add a word 
more. My Wife is out on a visit ; it ia to bring her 
back that I am now setting forth for Suffolk. I 
hope to see Ely too, and St. Ives, and Huntingdon, 
and various CromwelUana. My blessings on the 
Concord Household now and always. Commend 
me expressly to your Wife and your Mother. Fare- 
well, dear friend. 

T. Carlylh. 
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EUEBSON TO OARLYLE. 

Concord, 15 Oclob«r, 1S42. 
Mt dear Carlyle, — I am in your debt for at 
leaat two letters since I sent you any word. I 
should be well content to receive one of these 
stringent epistles of bark and steel and mellow 
wine with every day's post, but as there is no hope 
that more will be sent without my writing to sig- 
nify that these have come, I hereby certify that I 
love you well and prize all your mcsaagcs. I 
read with special interest what you say of these 
English studies, and I doubt not the Book is in 
steady progress again. We shall see what change 
the changed position of the author will make in the 
book. The first History expected its public; the 
second is written to an expecting people. The tone 
of the first was proud, — to defiance; we will see 
if applauses have mitigated the master's temper. 
This time he has a hero, and we shall have a sort 
of standard to try, by the hero who fights, the hero 
who writes. Well ; may grand and friendly spirits 
aseiet the work in all hours; may impulses and 
presences from that profound world which makes 
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and embraces the whole of humanity, keep your 
feet on the Mount of Vision which commands the 
Centuries, and tlio book siiall be an iudispeusahle 
Benefit to men, which is the surest fame. Let me 
know all that can be told of your progress hi it. 
You shall see in the last Dial a certain shadow or 
mask of yours, " another Richmond," who lias read 
your lectures and profited thereby.^ Alcott sent 
me the paper from London, but I do not know the 
name of the writer. 

As for Alcott, you have discharged jour con- 
science of him manfully and knightly ; I absolTO 

you well He is a great man and was made 

for what is greatest, but I now fear that he has 
already touched what best he can. and through 
his more than a prophet's egotism, and the absence 
of all useful reconciling talents, will bring nothing 
to pass, and Ik but a voice in the wilderness. As 
you do not seem to have seen in him his pure and 
noble intellect, I fear that it lies under some uew 
and denser clouds. 

For the Dial and its sins, I have no defence to 

set up. We write as we can, and we know very 

little about it. If the direction of these specolo- 

tiona is to be deplored, it is yet a fact for literaiy 

1 An uticte on CronaweU, in the Dial for Octolwr, 1843. 
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history, that all the bright boys and girls in New- 
England, quite ignorant of each other, take the 
world BO, and come and make confession to fathers 
and motliers, — the boys tliat they do not wish to 
go into trade, tlie girls that tliey do not like morn- 
ing calls and evening parties. They are all reli- 
gious, but liate tlie churches ; they reject all the 
ways of living of other men, but have none to offer 
in their stead. Perhaps, one of these days, a great 
Yankee shall come, who will easily do the unknown 
deed. 

The houksellers have sent me accounts lately, 
hut — I know not why — no money. Little and 
Brown from January to July had sold very few 
hooks. I inquired of them concerning the bill of 
excliange on Frascr'a Estate, which you mention, 
and they said it had not been returned to them, but 
only some information, as I think, demanded by 
Eraser's administrator, which tliey had sent, and, 
as they heard nothing again, they suppose that it 
is allowed and paid to you. Inform me on this 
matter. 

Munroc & Co. allow some credits, but charge 
more debits for binding, &c., and also allege few 
sales in the hard times. I have got a good friend 
of yooTB, a banking man, to promise that he will 
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sift all the account and see if the booksellers have 
kept their promises. But I hare never yet got all 
the papers in readiuess for him. I am looking to 
see if I have matter for new lectures, having left 
behind me last spring some half-promises in New 
York. If you can remember it, tell me who writes 
about Loyola and Xavier in the Edinhvrgh. Ster- 
ling's papers — if he is near you — are all in Mr. 
Russeirs hands.^ I played my part of Fadladeen 
with great rigor, and sent my results to Eussell, 
but have not now written to J. S. 
Tours, 

R. W. E. 



CABLTLE TO EMERSON. 
Chrlsga, London, 17 November, 1842. 
Mr DEAR Emerbon, — Your Letter finds mo here 
to-day ; busied with many things, but not likely to 
be soon more at leisure ; wherefore I may as well 
pvz myself the pleasure of answering it on the 
spot. The Fraser Bill by Brown and Little has 
oome all right ; the Dumfries Banter apprises me 

> Ht. a. L. Bumll, who had been iBBtntmental ia procuring 
A edition of Sterling's Pocliaii fVorka, 
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lately that he has got the cash into his hands. 
Pray do not pester yourself with these Booksellor 
imiiitetligibilitics: I suppose their accounts are 
all reasonably correct, the cheating, such as it is, 
done according to rule: what signifies it at any 
rate ? I am no longer in any vital want of money ; 
alas, the want that presses far heavier on me is a 
want of faculty, a want of sense ; and the feeling 
of that renders one comparatively very indifferent 
to money ! I reflect many times that the wealth 
of the Indies, the fame of ten Shakespearea or ten 
Mahomets, would at bottom do me no good at all. 
Let us leave these poor slaves of the Ingot and 
fllaves of the Lamp to their own courses, — within 
a certain extent of halter ! 

What you say of Alcott seems to me altogether 
just. He is a man who has got into the Highest in- 
tellectual region, — if that be the Highest (though 
in that too there are many stages) wherein a man 
can believe and discern for himself, without need 
of help from any other, and even in opposition to 
all others ; but I consider him entirely unlikely to 
accomplish anything considerable, except some 
kind of crabbed, semi-perverse, though still man- 
ful existence of his own ; which indeed is no des- 
picable thing. His " more than prophetic egoism," 

VOL. IL 2 



1 8 Carli/le to Emerson. 

— alas, yes ! It is of such material that Tliebaid 1 
Eremites, Sect-foimders, and all mauner of crosa-J 
grained fanatical monstrosities have fashioned J 
themselves, — in very high., and in the higliest re*l 
gions, for that matter. Sect-founders withal arei 
a class I do not like. No tnilj great man, from I 
Jesus Christ downwards, as I often say, ever j 
founded a Sect, — I mean wilfully intended found- 
ing one. What a view must a man have of this I 
Universe, who thinks " he can swallow it all," who 
is not doubly and trebly happy that he can keep it 
from swallowing him ! On the whole, I sometimes 
hope we have now done with Fanatics and Ago- i 
nistic Posture-makers in this poor world : it will 
be an immense improvement on the Past ; and the | 
" New Ideas," as Alcott calls them, will ] 
greatly the better on that account ! The old ■ 
gloomy Gothic Cathedrals were good ; but the 
great blue Dome that hangs over all is better than ' 
any Cologne one. — On the whole, do not tell the 
good Alcott a word of all this ; but let him love 
me as he can, and live on vegetables in peace ; 
as I, living partly on vegetables, will continue to 
love him \ 

The best thing Alcott did while he staid amon^ I 
as was to circulate some copies of your Man th» I 
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Reformer? I did not get a copy; I applied for one, 
so soon as I knew the riglit fountain ; but Alcott, 
I tiiink, was already gone. And now mark, — for 
this I think is a novelty, if you do not already 
know it : Certain Radicals have reprinted your 
Essay in Lancashire, and it is freely circulating 
there, and here, as a cheap pamphlet, with excel- 
lent acceptance so far as I discern. Various News- 
paper reviews of it liavo come athwart me ; all 
favorable, but all too shallow for sending to you. 
I myself consider it a truly excellent utterance ; 
one of the best words you have ever spoken. 
Speak many more such. And whosoever will dis- 
tort them into any " vegetable " or other crotchet, 
— let it be at his own peril ; for the word itself is 
true; and will have to make itself a. fact there- 
fore ; though not a distracted abortive fact, I hope ! 
Word» of that kmd are not born into Facts in tho 
Keventh month ; well if they see the light full-grown 
(they and their adjuncts) in the second century ; 
for old Time is a most deliberate breeder ! — But to 
speak without figure, I have been very much do- 
lighted with tlic clearness, simplicity, quiet energy 
and veracity of tliis discourse ; and also with the 

)' Library 
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fact of its spontaneous appoarance here among ns. 
The prime moTer of the Printing, I find, is one 
Thomas Ballautyne, editor of a JIanchester News- 
paper, a very good, cheery little follow, once a Pais- 
ley weaver as he informs me, — a great admirer of 
all worthy things. 

My paper is so fast failing, let me tell you of 
the writer on Loyola. He is a James Stephen, 
Head Under-Secretary of the Colonial Office, — 
that is to say, I believe, real governor of tho 
British Colonies, so far as they have any govern- 
ing. He IB of Wilberforce'a creed, of Wilberforce'a 
kin ; a man past middle age, yet still in full vigor ; 
reckoned an enormous fellow for " despatch of 
business," &a., especially by Taylor (van Art»- 
veldt) and others who are with liira or under him 

in Downing Street I regard tho man as 

standing on the confiDes of Genius and Dilettant- 
ism, — a man of many really good qualities, and 
excellent at the despatch of buBiness. There we 
will leave him. — A Mrs. Leo of Brookline near you 
has made a pleasant Book about Jean Paul, chiefijr 
by excerpting.^ I am sorry to find Giindorode & 

.1 "Lifeot Jean Paul Fredario Rithter. Compiled from varioai 
Soorcea. Together with bis AulobiogrHphy. TranelaUd from the 
Qenoui." In Two Volumes. Boatoa, 1S42. Tlua book, which ia 
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Co. a decided weariness ! ' — Cromwell — Crom- 
well ? Do not mention such a word, if you love 
me ! And yet — Farewell, my Friend, to-night ! 
Yours ever, 

T. Cahltij!. 

I will apprise Sterling before long: he is at 
Falmouth, and well; urging me much to start a 
Periodical here ! 

Gambardella promises to become a real PaJnter; 
there is a glow of real fire in the wild southern 
man : next to no articulate intellect or the like, 
hut of inarticulate much, or I mistake. He has 
tried to paint me for you ; but cannot, he says ! 



CARLTLE TO EMERSON. 

Chet-bea, Los&on, 11 March, 1843. 
Dear Emerson, — I know not whose turn it is to 
write ; though a suspicion baa long attended me 

one of the belt in English cooferniDg Jean Paul, wu tho work of 
the late Mrs. Thnniaa (Eliza Buckniinster) Lee. 

1 lu the Dill, Col January, 1842, ia an article bj Uias Fntler on 
" Bettine Brentano and GiiDderoJe," — a decided vearinesa. The 
Canoneu Gilnderode vta ■ friend of Bettiae's, older and not much 
vtser than herself. 
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that it was youra, and above all an indisputable I 
wish that you would do it : but this present it 
cursory line, all on business, — and as usual all on 
business of my own, 

I have finished a Book, and just set the Printer 
to it ; one solid volume (rather bigger than one of 
the French Revolution Volumes, as I compute) ; it 
is a somewhat fiery and questionable " Tract for 
the Times," not by a Puseyite, which the terrible 
aspect of things here has forced from me, — I 
know not whether as preliminary to Oliver or not j 
but it had gradually grown to be the preliminary 
of anything possible for me : bo there it is writ- 
ten ; and I am a very sick, but witlial a compara" ' 
lively very free man. The Title of the thing is to 
be Pa»t and Present : it is divided into Four Books, 
"Book I. Proem," "Book II. The Ancient Monk," 
"Book m. The Modern Worker," and "Book 
IV. Horoscope " (or some such thing) : — the size 
of it I guessed at above. 

The practical business, accordingly, is : How to 
cut out that New York scoundrel, who fancies that 
because tliere is no gallows it is permitted to steal ? 
I have a distinct desire to do that ; — altogether 
apart from the money to be gained thereby, A 
friend's goodness ought not to be frustrated by a 
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scoundrel destitute of gallows. — You told me long 
since how to do the operation ; and here, according 
to the best way I had of fitting your scheme into 
my materials, is my way of attempting it. 

The Book will not be out here for six good weeks 
from this date ; it could be kept back for a week or 
two longer, if that were indispensable : but I hope 
it may not. In three weeks, half of it will bo 
printed ; I, in the meanwhile, get a correct manu- 
script Copy of the latter half made ready : joining 
the printed sheets and this manuscript, your Book- 
seller will have a three weeks' start of any rival, 
if I instantly despatch the Parcel to him. Will 
this do ? this with the announcement of tlic Title 
as given above? Pray write to me straightway, 
and say. Your answer will be here before we can 
publisli ; and the Packet of Proof-sheets and Man- 
nscript may go off whether there be word from 
you or none. — And so enough of Past and Pres- 
ent, And indeed enough of all things, for my 
baste is excessive iu these hours. 

The last Dial came to me about three weeks ago 
as a Poit^Lelter, charged something like a guinea 
of postage, if I remember ; bo it had to be rejected, 
and I have not yet seen that Number ; but will when 
my leeway is once brouglit up a little again. The 
two preceding Numbers were, to a marked extent, 
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more like life than anything I had aeea before of 
the Dial. There waa not indeed anything, except 
the Emersonian Papers alone, which I know by the 
first ring of them on the tympanum of the mind, 
that I properly speaking liked; but there was much 
that I did not dislike, aiid did half like ; and I say, 
" Ifaueto pede ; that will decidedly do better ! " — 
By the bye, it were as well if you kept rather a strict 
outlook on Alcott and liia Englisli Tail, — I r 
BO far as we here have any business with it. Bot- 
tomless irabccilca ought not to be seen in company 
with Ralph Waldo Emerson, who has already men lia- 
tcniiig to him on this side of the water. The " Tail " 
has an individual or two of that genus, — and the 
rest is mainly yet undecided. For example, I knew 
old myself ; and can testify, if you will be- 
lieve me, that few greater blockheads (if " block- 
head " may mean " exasperated imbecile " and the 
ninth part of a thinker) broke the world's bread in 
his day. Have a care of such ! I say always to 
myself, — and to you, which you forgive me. 

Adieu, my dear Emerson. May a good Genius 
guide yon; for you are alone, alone; and have a 
steep pilgrimage to make, — leading high, if you 
do not slip or stumble ! 

Ever your affectionate 

T. Carltle, 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelbea, I April, 1843. 

Mr DEAB Emerson, — Along with this Letter 
there Trill go from Liverpool, on the 4th instant, tho 
promised Parcel, complete Copy of the Book called 
Pott and Present, of which you already had two 
simultaneous aniiouncemente.' Tlie name of the 
Steam Packet, I understand, is the " Britannia." 
I have addri^SBcd the Parcel to the care of " Meaars. 
Little and Brown, Booksellers, Boston," witli your 
name atop ; I calculate it will arrive safe enough. 

About one hundred pages of the Manuscript Copy 
have proved Buperflnous, the text being there also 
in a printed shape ; I had misestimated the Print- 
er's velocity; I was anxious too that there should 
bo no failure as to time. The Manuscript is very 
indifferent in that section of it; tho damage there- 
fore is smaller: your press-corrector can acquaint 
himself with the hand, &c. by means of it. A poor 
joimg governess, coufined to a horizontal posture, 
and many sad thoughts, by a disease of the spine, 



' The letter malting the second 
to ths preceding, is omitted. 
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\raa our artist in that part of the business : her 
writing is none of the distinctest ; but it was a 
work of Charity to give it lier. I hope the thing is 
all as correct as I could make it I do not bethink 
me of anything farther I have to add in the way of 
explanation. 
In fact, my propliecy rather is at present that 

, the gibbetless thief at New York, will beat us 

after all ! Never mind if he do. To say truth, I 
myself shall almost be glad : there has been a 
botheration in this anxious arrangement of parts : 
correcting of scrawly manuscript copies of what 
you never wished to read more, and insane terror 
withal of having your own Manuscript burnt or 
lost, — that has exceeded my computation. Not to 
speak of this trouble in which I involve you, my 
Friend ; which, I truly declare, makes mc ashamed ! 
True one it bound to resist the Devil in all shapes ; 
if 6. man come to steal from you, you will put on 
what locks and padlocks are at hand, and not on 
the whole say, " Steal, then ! " But if the locks 
prove insufficient, and the thief do break tlirough, 
— that side of tlie alternative also will suit you 
very well ; and, with perhaps a faint prayer tor gib- 
bets when they are necessary, you will say to him, 
next time, " Made virtiUe, my man ! " 
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All is in Sk whirl with me here to^ay ; no other 
topic but this very poor oae can be entered upon. — 
I hope for a letter from your own hand Boon, and 
some news about still more interesting matters. 

Adieu, my Friend ; I feel still as if, in several 
senses, you stood alone with me under the sky at 
present ! * 



EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 23 April, IMS. 
Mr DEAK Cablyle, — It is a pleasure to set your 
name once more at the head of a slieet. It signi- 
fies how much gladness, how much wealth of being, 
that the good, wise, man-cheering, man-helping 
friend, though unseen, lives there yonder, just out 
of sight. Your star burns there just below our 
eastern horizon, and fills the lower and upper air 
with splendid and splendescent auroras. By some 
refraction which new lenses or else steamships 
shall operate, shall I not yet one day see again the 
disk of benign Phosphorus ? It is a solid joy to 
me, that whilst you work for all, you work for me 
1 The signature to thia letter his been cut off. 
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was our artist in that part of the business : her 
writing is none of the distincteet ; but it was a 
work of Charity to give it her. I hope the thing is 
all as correct as I could make it. I do not bethink 
mo of anything farther I have to add in the way of 
explanation. 

In fact, my prophecy rather is at present that 

, the gibbetless thief at New York, will beat us 

after all ! Never mind if he do. To say truth, I 
myself shall almost he glad : there has been a 
botheration in this anxious arrangement of parts : 
correcting of scrawly manuscript copies of what 
you never wished to read more, and insane terror 
withal of having your own Manuscript burnt or 
lost, — that has exceeded my computation. Not to 
speak of this trouble in which 1 involve you, my 
Friend ; whicli, I truly declare, makes me ashamed ! 
True one t's bound to resist the Devil in all shapes ; 
if a man come to steal from you, you will put on 
what locks and padlocks are at hand, and not on 
the whole say, " Steal, then ! " But if the locks 
prove insufficient, and the thief do break tlirough, 
— that side of the nltornativc also will suit you 
very well ; and, with perhaps a faint prayer for gib- 
bets when they are necessary, you will say to him, 
next time, " Macte virtute, my man ! " 



Eineraon to Carlyk. 27 

All is in a whirl with me here to-day ; no other 
topic but thia very poor one can be entered upon. — 
I hope for a letter from your own hand soon, and 
some news about still more interesting matters. 

Adieu, my Friend ; I feel still as if, in several 
senses, you stood alone witli me under the sky at 
present ! ' 



■N TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 29 April, 1848. 
Mt dear Carlylb, — It is a pleasure to set your 
name onco more at the head of a sheet. It signi- 
fies how much gladness, how much wealth of being, 
that the good, wise, man-cheering, man-lielping 
friend, though unseen, lives there yonder, just out 
of sight. Your star burns tliero just below our 
eastern horizon, and fills the lower and upper air 
with splendid and splendescent auroras. By some 
refraction which new lenses or else steamships 
shall operate, shall I not yet one day see again the 
disk of benign Phosphorus ? It is a sohd joy to 
me, that whilst you work for all, you work for me 

1 The aigDature to this letter hu been cat olT. 
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perhaps a condition of the Humor itself, that the 
Btate of society ia a new state, and was not the 
fiume tiling in the days of Itabelais and of Aris- 
tophanes, as of Carlyle. Orators always allow 
something to masses, out of love to their own 
art, wliilst austere philosophy will only know the 
jtarticles. This were of no importance, if the his- 
torian did not so come to mix himself in some 
manner with his erring and grieving nations, and 
80 saddens the picture ; for health ia always pri- 
vate and original, and its essence ia in its un- 
misahlenesa. — But this Book, with all its affluence 
of wit, of insight, and of daruig hints, is bora for 
a longevity wliich I will not now compute. — In 
one respect, as I hinted above, it is only too good, 
so sure of succesB, I mean, that you are no longer 
secure of auy respect to your property in our free- 
booting America. 

You must know that the cheap press has, within 
a few months, made a total change in our book 
markets. Every English book of any name or 
credit is instantly converted iuto a newspaper or 
coarse pamphlet, and hawked by a hundred boys 
in the streets of all of our cities for 25, 18, or 12 
cents; Dickens's Nott» for 12 cents, Blackwood a 
Magazine for 18 cents, and so on. Three or four 
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■ great New York and Philadelphia printiiig-houaea 
do this work, with hot competition. One prints Bul- 
wer's novel yesterday, for 85 cents ; and already, in 
twenty-four hours, another has a coarser edition of 
it for 18 cents, in all thoroughfares. — Wliat to do 
with my sealed parcel of manuscripts and proofs ? 
No bookseller would in these perilous circumstances 
offer a dollar for my precious parcel. I inquired 
of the lawyers whether I could not by a copyright 
protect my edition from piracy until an English 
copy arrived, and so secure a sale of a few weeks. 
They said, no ; yet advised the taking a certificate 
of copyriglit, that we might try the case if we 
wished. After much consulting and balancing for 
a few hours, I decided to print, as heretofore, on 
our own account, an edition, but cheap, to make 
the temptation less, to retail at seventy-five cents. 
I print fifteen hundred copies, and announce to the 
public that it is your edition, and all good men 
must buy this. I have written to the great Re- 
printers, namely to Park Benjamin, and to the 
Harpers, of New York, to request their forbear- 
ance ; and have engaged Little and Brown to 
publish, because, I think, they have something more 
of weight with Booksellers, and are a little less 
likely to be invaded than Munroe. If we sell a 
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thoosand copies at seventj-fiye cents, it will only 
yield you about two hundred dollars ; if we should 
be invaded, we can then afford to sell the other 
five hundred copies at twenty-five cents, without 
loss. In thus doing, I involve you in some risk ; 
but it was the best course that occurred. — Hith- 
erto, the MincellanieM have not been reprinted in 
the cheap forms; and in the last year, James 
Munroe & Go. have sold few copies ; all books but 
the cheapest being unsold in the hard times ; some- 
thing has however accrued to your credit there. 
J. M. & Go. fear that, if the new book is pirated 
at New York and the pirate prospers, instantly the 
Miscellanies will be plundered. We will hope bet- 
ter, or at least exult in that which remains, to wit, 
a Worth unplunderable, yet infinitely commimicable. 
I have hardly space left to say what I would 
concerning the Dial. I heartily hoped I had 
done with it, when lately our poor, good, .... 
publishing Miss Peabody, .... wrote me that its 
subscription would not pay its expenses (we all 
writing for love). But certain friends are very 
unwilling it should die, and I a little unwilling, 
though very unwilling to be the life of it, as editor. 
And now that you are safely through your book, 
and before the greater Sequel rushes to its conclu- 
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sion, send me, I pray you, that short chapter which 
horers yet iu the limbo of contlugenej, in solid 
letters and points. Let it be, if that is readiest, a 
criticism on the Dial, and this too Elysian race, 
not blood, and jet not ichor. — Let Jane Carlyle be 
on my part, and, watchful of his hours, urge the 
poet in the golden one. I tliink to send you a du- 
plicate of the last number of the Dial by Mr. Mann,' 
who with his bride (sister of the above-mentioned 
Miaa Peabody) is going to London and so to Prus- 
aia. He is little known to me, but greatly valued 
as a philanthropist in this State. I must go to 
work a Httle more methodically this summer, and 
let something grow to a tree in my wide straggling 
ahrubbory. With your letters came a letter from 
Sterling, who was too noble to allude to his books 
and manuscript sent hither, and which Russell all 
this time has delayed to print ; I know not why, 
but discouraged, I suppose, in tliese times by book- 
sellers. I must know precisely, and write presently 
toJ. S. 

Farewell. 

R. W. Emebson.' 

• The Ute Horace Mum. 

* The following poasagee from Emerstm'i Diary rekting to 
FaM arul Present seetn to haTi been written > few days after ttw 
preceding letter : — 

" Haw raaaj thing* this book or Carlyle ^tm ns to think I It 

TOL. II. 8 



M 



CarlyU to Emerson. 



CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

27 August, 1648. 

Dear Ebierson, — The bearor of this ib Mr. 
Macroady, our celebrated Actor, now on a journey 
to America, who wisJies to know you. In the 
pauses ot a feverish occupation which he strives 
honestly to make a noble one, this Artist, become 
once more a man, would like well to meet here 
and there a true American man. He loves Heroea 

is a brsee grappling vrith tbo giroblem of the times, no loiuriona 
iHilding ilooT, u in the aastcm of men of kitars, who are umallf 
bechelon and not hiiBbtoda in the state, but Literaturu hers hat 
tbruwn off hia gown and iteaceaded into the open lists. The goda 
xre come amoug lu in Che likeness of men. An honest Iliad of 
Eaglisb woe*. Who is be that can trust himaelf in tbe fray I Only 
anch aa cannot be hmiliartzed, but nearest seen aud touched ia not 
seen and touched, but remains inviolate, inacuesnible, brcauM ■ 
higher interest, the polities of a higher sphere, bring bim hera and 
environ him, as the Ambaaaadur canii^a bis country vritb )iiin. 
Love protects him frimi profanation. What a book this in its telk* 
tion to English privileged ealates ! How aball Queen Victoria read 
tMi 1 how the Primate and Biahops of England I how the Lord* t 
how tha Colleges ) how tbe rich ! and how the pour 1 Here is a 
book aa full of treason an an egg ia full of meat, and every lord and 
lordship and high form aod ceremony of English conservatism 
tossed like a football into the air, and kept in tbe air with mercjleaa 
Tcbonnds and kirk.'s and yet not a word iu the book is puniohabls 
by statute. The wit has eluded all official ical, and yet these dir» 
Jokes, these cunning tbrusts, — tbia flaming sword of cberuhim waved 



Carlyle to Emerson. 

as few do ; and can recognize them, you will find, 
whether they have on the Cothumu» or not. I 
recommend him to you ; bid you forward him as 
you have opportunity, in this department of hia 
pilgrimage. 

Mr. Macready'B deserts to the English Drama 
are notable here to all tlie world ; but hia dignified, 
generous, and every-way honorable deportment in 
private life is known fully, I believe, only to a few 
friends. I have often said, looking at him as a 
manager of great London theatres, " This Man, 
presiding over the unstablest, moat chaotic prov- 

bigh in air illaminBtes the vhnle horizon and shorn to the eyes of 
the Dniverao o»ery wonad it infliota. Worst of sU for the p«rty i,t- 
tacked, it bcrBavea tham haforehand of all sympathj bj anticipBtiag 
thfl p)ea of jmetio and hunume conecrvntiou and impresBlnK the 
reader with the conviotion that Carlyle himself hw the truest love 
for everything old and cxcelleDt, and a geauLDS respect for the bseil 
of troth in those whom he oiposes. GnUiver among the Lillipn- 

" Cariyli^ most write thus or nohow, like a drunken man who can 
ran, bnt cannot walk. What a man'fl book la that 1 no prudeuoes, 
no eompromJKS, bnt a thorongh independence. A masterlf criti- 
oism on the timee. Fault perhaps the excess of importance given 
to the drcanistance of to-dey. The poet is here for this, to dnirf 
and destroy all merely temporary circnmitanee, and to glorify the 
perpetual i;ircumBtance of men, a, g. dwarf Britiah Debt and raise 
Natore and social life. 

" But everything must be done well onee ; even bulletins md 
almaniurs must liavc one excellent and immortal bulletin and altna- 
nao. So let C'arlyle'a be the immortal newspaper." 
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ince ot Eaglisli things, ia the one public mau 
among ub who has dared to take his stand on what 
he understood to be the truth, and expect victory 
from ttiat : he puts to shame our Bishops and 
Archbishops." It is literally so. 

With continued kind wishes, yours as of old. 

T. Carltlb. 



EUEBSOH TO CAELYLE. 

CoscoRD, 30 October, 1843. 
Mr DEAR Friend, — I seize the occasion of hav- 
ing this morsel of paper for twenty-five pounds 
Bterling from the booksellers to send you, (and 
which fail not to find enclosed, as clerks say,) to 
inquire whether you still exist in Chelsea, London, 
and what is the reason that my generous correspond- 
ent has become dumb for weary months. I must 
go far back to resume my thread. I think in April 
last I received your Manuscript, &c. of the Book, 
which I forthwith proceeded to print, after some 
perplexing debate with the booksellers, as I fully 
informed you in my letter of April or beginning of 
May. Since that time I have had no line or word 
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from you, I must think that my letter did not 
reach you, or that you have written what has never 
come to me. I assure myself that no harm has 
befallen you, not only because you do not live in a 
corner, and what chances in your dwelling will 
come at least to my ears, but because I have read 
with great pleasure the story of Dr. Fraucia,' which 
gave the best report of your health and vivacity. 

I wrote you in April or May au account of the 
new state of tilings which the cheap press has 
wrought in our book market, and specially what 
difficulties it put in the way of our edition of Pa»t 
and Present. For a few weeks I believed that the 
letters I Iiad written to the principal New York 
and Philadelphia booksellers, and the Preface, bad 
succeeded in repelling the pirates. But in the 
fourth or fifth week appeared a mean edition in 
New York, published by one Collyer (an unknown 
person and supposed to be a mask of some other 
bookseller), sold for twelve and one half cents, and 
of this wretched copy several thousands were sold, 
whilst our 8cventj--five cents edition went off slower. 
There was no remedy, and wo must be coutent that 
there was no expense from our edition, which 

' Coriyle'a article on Dr. Franda id tha Foreign Quaiirrly Re- 
vimo, No. 62. Rfprinted in his SlUcellania, 
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before September liad paid all its cost, and ajnce 
that time lias beeu earning a little, I believe. I am 
not fairly entitled to au account of the book from 
the publishers until the 1st of January 

I have never yet done what I have tliought this 
other last week seriously to do, namely, to charge 
the good and faithful E. P. Clark, a man of -accounts 
as be is a cashier in a bank, with the total auditing 
and analyzing of tlieso accounts of yours. My hes- 
itation has grown from the imperfect materials 
which I hare to offer him to make up so long a 
story. But he is a good man, and, do you know 
it ? a Carlylese of that intensity that I have often 
heard he has collected a sort of album of several 
Tolumes, containing illustrations of every kind, hia- 
torical, critical, Ac., to the Sartor. I must go to 
Boston and challenge him. Once when I asked 
him, ho seemed willing to assume it. No more 
of accouiits to-night. 

I send you by this ship a volume of translations 
from Dante, by Doctor Parsons of Boston, a practis- 
ing dentist and the son of a dentist. It is his gift to 
you. Lately went Henry James to you with a letter 
from me- He is a fine companion from liis intelli- 
gence, valor, and worth, and is and bas been a very 
beneficent person as I learn. He carried a volume 
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of poems from my friend and nearest nciglibor, 
W. Ellery Channing, whereof give me, I pray you, the 
best opinion you can. I am determined he 8hall be 
a poet, and you must find him Buch.^ I have too 
many things to teli you to begin at the end of this 
sheet, which after all this waiting I have been com- 
pelled to scribble in a corner, with company waiting 
for me. Send me instant word of yourself if yon 
lore me, and of those whom you love, and so God 
keep you and youra. 

R. Waldo Emeesoh. 



CARLVLE TO EMERSON. 

Cbelbea, London, 31 October, IB43. 
Mt dear Emebson, — It is a long weary time since 
I have had the satisfaction of the smallest dialogue 
with you. Tlie blame is all my own ; the reasons 
would be difficult to give, — alas, thoy arc properly 
no-reasons, children not of Something, but of mere 
Idleness, Confusion, Inaction, Inarticulation, of 

* In the second number of the Dial, in October, 1810, Emenon 
had published, under the title of " New Poetrj," an article wumlj 
eommsoding Mr. Cbanuin^s tbeii □□published poems. 
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Nothing in short ! Let us leave them there, and 
profit by the hour which yet is. 

I ran away from London Into Bristol and South 
Wales, when the heats grew violent, at the end of 
June. South Wales, North Wales, Lancashire, 
Scotland : I roved about everywhere seeking some 
Jacob's-pillow on whicli to lay my head and dream 
of tilings lieavenly ; — yes, that at bottom was my 
modest prayer, though I disguised it from myself : 
and tlie result was, I could find no pillow at all ; 
hut sank into ever meaner restlessness, blacker and 
blacker biliary gloom, and returned in the begin- 
ning of September thoroughly eclipsed and worn 
out, probably the weariest of all men living under 
the sky. Sure enough I have a fatal talent of 
converting all Nature into Preternatural ism for 
myself: a truly horrible Phantasm-Reality it is to 
me ; what of heavenly radiances it has, blended in 
close neighborhood, in intimate union, with the 
bideousoesB of Death and Chaos ; — a Tcry ghastly 
basiness indeed ! On the whole, it is better to 

hold one's peace about it. 1 flung myself down 

on sofas here, — for my little Wife had trimmed up 
our little dwelling-place into quite glorious order 
in my absence, and 1 had only to lie down : there, 
in reading books, and other make-believe employ* 
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mcuts, I could at least keep eilence, which was an 
infinite relief. Nay, gradually, as indeed I antici- 
pated, the black vortexes and deluges have sub- 
sided ; and now that it is past, 1 begin to feel my- 
self better for my travels after all. For one thing, 
articulate epeecli having returned to me, — you see 
what use I make of it. 

On the table of the London Library, voted in by 
some unknown benefactor wliom I found after- 
wards to be Richard Milnes, there lay one thing 
liighly gratifying to me : the last two Numbers of 
the Dial. It is to be one of our Periodicals hence- 
fortli ; the current Number lies on tlie Table till the 
next arrire ; then the former goes to the Binder ; 
we have already, in a bound volume, all of it that 
Emerson has had the editing of. This ia right. 
Nay, in Edinburgh, and indeed wherever ingenuous 
inquisitive minds were met with, I have to report 
that the said Emerson could number a select and 
most loving public ; select, and I should say fast 
growing : for good and indifferent reasons it may 
behove the man to assure himself of this. Far- 
ther, to the horror of poor Nickerson (Bookseller 
Praser's Successor), a certain scoundrel interloper 
hero has reprinted Ememon't Eisays on grayish 
paper, to be sold at two shillings, — distracting 
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Nickereon nith the fear of chaogo I I vas glad 
at tliia, if also angry : it indicates several things. 
Mickcrsoii has taken bis measures, will reduce the 
price of liis remaining copies ; indued, he informs 
me the best part of his edition was already sold, 
and he lias even some color of monej due from 
England to Emcraon through me ! With pride 
enough will I transmit tliie mournful, noble pecu- 
lium: and after that, as I perceive, such chivalrous 
international doings must cease between us. Patt 
and Preient, some one told me, was, in spite of all 
your precautions, straightway sent forth in mod- 
est gray, and your benevolent speculation ruined. 
Here too, you see, it is the same. Such chivalries, 
therefore, are now impossible ; for myself I say, 
" Well, let them cease ; thank God they once were, 
the Memory of that can never cease with us ! " 

In this last Number of the Ihal, which by the 
bye your Bookseller never forwarded to me, I found 
one little Essay, a critic'sm on myself,^ — which, 
if it should do me mischief, may the gods for- 
give you for ! It is considerably the most danger- 
ous thing 1 have read for some years. A decided 

1 A eriticism bj Emereon of Patt and PrtaciU, in the DiaX for 
July, 1813. It embo-liei a great pnrt of llie extract from Emenon't 
DU17 giren in a ))recediiig note, nnd IE well worth riiadilig in full 
(di it* appredstion of Cu-ljlc'a powen and defects. 
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likeneBs of myself recognizable in it, aa in the 
celestial mirror of a friend's heart; but so enlarged, 
exaggerated, all transfigured, — the most delicious, 
the most dangerous thing ! Well, I suppose I 
must try to assimilate it also, to turn it also to 
good, if I be able. Eulogies, dyslogies, in which 
one finds no features of one's uvn natural face, 
are easily dealt with ; easily left unread, as stuff 
for lighting Sres, such ia the insipidity, the weari- 
some fh^nentity of pabulum like that: but here ia 
anotlier sort of matter 1 " The beautifuleat piece 
of criticism I have read for many a day," says 
every one that speaks of it. May the gods forgive 
you! — I have purchased a copy for three aliillings, 
and sent it to my Mother : one of the indubitablest 
benefits I could think of in regard to it. 

There have been two friends of yours here in 
these very days : Dr. BuBsell, just returning from 
Paris ; Mr. Parker, just bound thither.^ We have 
seen them rather oftener than common, Sterling 
being in town withal. They are the best figures 
of strangers we have had for a long time ; poa- 
sessions, both of them, to fall in witli in this pil- 
grimage of life. Russell carries friendliness in his 
eyes, a most courteous, modest, intelligent man ; 
1 Dr. Le Burou Riusell ; Theotiora Parker, 



44 



'tie to Emeison. 



an English intelligence too, as I read, the best g 
it lying unspoken, not as a logic but ae an instinct.^ 
Parker is a most hardy, compact, clever little fel-| 
low, full of decisive utterance, with humor and goodl 
humor ; whom I like much. They shine like snna, \ 
these two, amid multitudes of watery comets and I 
te»ebri6c constellations, too sorrowful without such J 
admixture on occasion ! 

As for myself, dear Emerson, you must ask me | 
no questions till — alas, till I know not when I j 
After four weary years of the most unreadablg I 
reading, the painfulest poking and delving, I have I 
come at last to the conclusion that I must write a I 
Book on Cromwell ; that there is no rest for me I 
till I do it. This point fixed, another is not less 1 
fixed hitherto. That a Book on Cromwell is impot' 1 
tible. Literally so : you would weep for me if you 1 
saw how, between these two adamantine certain- 
ties, I am whirled and tumbled. God only knows J 
what will become of me in the business. Patience, ] 
Patience ! 

By the bye, do you know a " Masgachusetts His- \ 
torical Society," and a James Bowdoin, seemingly 1 
of Boston ? In " Vol. 11. third series " of their 1 
Collectiona, lately I met with a disappointment 
almost ludicrous. Bowdoin, in a kind of dancing, 
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embarrassed style, gives long-vinded, piuufully 
minute account of certain precious volumes, con- 
taining "Notes of the Long Parliament," which 
now stand in the New York Library ; poiaes them 
in his assaying balance, speculates, prophesies, in- 
quires concerning tliem : to me it was like news of 
tlie lost Decades of Livy. Good Heavens, it soon 
became manifest that these precious Volumes are 
nothing whatever but a wretched broken old dead 
manuscript copy of part of our printed Commont 
Journals. ' printed since 1745, and known to all 
barbers ! If the Historical Society desired it, any 
Member of Parliament could procure them the 
whole stock, Lords and Commons, a wheelbarrow- 
ful or more, with no cost but the carriage. Every 
Member has the right to demand a copy, and few do 
it, few will let such a masa cfobb their door-tliresh- 
old ! This of Bowdoin's is a platitude of some mag- 
nitude. Adieu, dear Emerson. Rest not, haste 

not ; you have work to do. 

T. Caklylb. 
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CABLYLE TO EMEKSOIT. 
CsELSBA, London, 17 November, : 

Deas EmeRi^on, — About this time probably y 
will be reading a Letter I hurried off for you by 
Dr. Russell in the last steamer; and your friendly 
anxieties will partly be set at rest. Had I kept 
silence so very long ? I knew it was a long while ) 1 
but my vague remorse had kept no date ! It be^ I 
hoves mc now to write again without delay ; te I 
certify with all distinctness that I have safely re- 1 
ceived your Letter of the 30th October, safely the] 
Bill for j625 it contained ; — that yon are a hravC) I 
friendly man, of most serene, beneficient way Of 1 
life ; and that I — God help me ! — 

By all means appoint this Mr. Clark to the holt* j 
orary office of Accouirt^keeper — if he will accept ] 
it ! By Parker's list of questions from him, and 
by earlier reminiscences recalled on tiiat occasion, 
1 can discern that he is a man of lynx eyesight, 
of an all-investigating curiosity : if he will accept 
this sublime appointment, it will be the clearest \ 
case of elective affinity. Accounts to you must be 
horrible ; as they are to me : indeed, I seldom read 
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beyond the la»% line erf tliem, if I can fiod the last ; 
and one of the insupportabilities of Bookseller Ac- 
counts is that nobody but a wizard, or regular adept 
in Huch matters, can tell where the last line, and 
final net result of tlie whole accursed babblement, 
is to be found ! By all means solicit Clark ; — at 
all erents, do you give it up, I pray you, and let 
the Booksellers do their own wise way. It really 
is not material ; let the poor fellows have length of 
halter. Every new Bill from America comes to mo 
like a kind of heavenly miracle ; a reaping where 
I never sowed, and did not expect to reap: the 
quantity ot it is a thing I can never bring in ques- 
taon, — For your English account with Nickcrson 
I can yet aay nothing more ; perhaps about New- 
year's-day the poor man will enable me to say 
something. I hear however that tlic Pirate has 
(»ld off, or nearly so, his Two-shillings edition of 
the E*»ay», and is preparing to print another ; 
this, directly in the teeth of Cash and double-entry 
book-keeping, I take to be good news. 

James is a very good fellow, better and better as 
Te see him more. Something shy and skittish in 
the man ; but a brave heart intrinsically, with 
sound, earnest sense, with plenty of insight and 
eren humor. He confirms an observation of mine, 
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which mdeed I find is hundreds of years old, that a 
stamineriiig man is never a worthless one. Physi- 
ology can tell you why. It is an excess of delicacy, 
excess of sensibility to the presence of his fellow- 
creature, that makea him stammer. Hammond 
I'Eatrange says, " Who ever heard of a stammering 
man that was a fool ? " Really there is something 
in that. — James is now off to the Isle of Wight; 
will Bee Sterling at Ventnor there ; see whether 
Buch an Isle or France will suit better for a winter 
residence. 

W. E. Channing's Poemt are also a kind gift 
from you. I have read the pieces you had cut up 
for me : worthy indeed of reading! That Poem on 
Death is the utterance of a valiant, noble heart, 
which in rhyme or proac I shall expect more news 
of by and by. But at bottom " Poetry " is a most 
suspicious affair for me at present ! You cannot 
fancy the oceans of Twaddle that human CreaturcB 
omit upon me, in these times ; as if, when the lines 
had a jingle in them, a Nothing could be Some- 
thing, and the point were gained ! It is becoming 
a horror to me, — as all speech without meaning 
more and more is. I said to Richard Milnes, " Now 
in honesty what is the use of putting your accusa- 
tive before the verh, and otherwise entangling the 
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syntax ; if tliere really is an image o£ any object, 
tliouglit, or tbiiig within you, for God's sake lot me 
have it the shurteat way, and I will so cheerfully 
excuse the omimion of the jingle at the end: can- 
not I do witliont that I " — Milues answered, " Ah, 
my dear fellow, it is because we have no thought, 
or almost none ; a little thouglit goes a great way 
when you put it into rliyme ! " Let a man try to 
the very uttfirmost to ipeak what he means, before 
tinging is had recourse to. Singhig, iu our curt 
English speech, contrived expressly and almost ex- 
clusively for " despatch of business," is terribly 
difficult. Alfred Tennyson, alone of our time, has 
proved it to be possible in some measure. If Cbaii- 
ning will persist in melting such obdurate speech 
into music he shall have my true wishes, — my 
augury that it will take an enormous heat from 
him ! — Another Clianning,^ whom I once saw here, 
sends me a Progress-of-tlie-Species Periodical from 
New York. Aeh Qott ! These i>eoplo and their 
affairs seem all "melting" rapidly enough, into 
thaw-slush or one knows not what. Considerable 
madness is visible in them. Stare auper antiquaa 
via9 : " No," they say, " we cannot stand, or walk, 
or do any good whatever there ; by God's blessing, 
> Tho Reverend Williiua Heur; Cbuning. 
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we will fly, — will not you! — here goes!" And 
\hfiir jiight, it is as the flight of the unwioged, — of 
oxen endeavoring to fly with the " wings " of an 
ox ! By Bucli flying, univerBally practised, the 
" ancient ways " are really like to become very 
deep before long. In short, I am terribly sick of 
all that ; — and wisli it would stay at home at 
Fruitlond, or where there is good pasture for it. — 

— My Friend Emeraon, alone of all voices out of 
America, baa spliere-mnaic in him for me, — alone 
of them all hitherto ; and is a prophecy and sure 
dayspring in the East ; immeasurably cheering to 
me. God long prosper bim ; keep liini duly apart 
from that bottomless hubbub wliich is not at all 
cheering! And so ends my Litany for this day. 

The Cromwell business, thougli I punch daily at 
it with all manner of levers, remains immovable ob 
Ailsa Crag. Heaven alone knows what 1 shall do 
witli it. I see and say to myself. It is heroicol; 
Troy Town was probably not a more heroic busi- 
ness ; and this belongs to thee, to thy own [Kjople, 

— must it be dead forever? — Perhaps yes, — and 
kill me too into tlie bargain. Really I think it 
very shocking that we run to Greece, to Italy, to 
&c.> &c., and leave all at homo lying buried as a 
nonentity. Were I absolute Sovereign and Chief 
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Pontiff here, there should bo a atcdy of tlie Old 
Ihigli»h ages Brst of all. I will pit Odiu agaiuat 
any Jupiter of them ; find Sea-kings that would 
have given Jason a Roland for his Oliver ! Wo 
are, as you sometimes say, a book-ridden people, 

— a phantom-ridden people. All this small 

household is well ; salutes you and yours with love 
old and new. Accept this hasty messenger; accept 
my friendliest farewell, dear Emerson. 
Tours ever, 

T. Cahltlb. 



EHEBSON TO CASLYLE. 

CoscoRD, 31 December, 1843. 
Mr DEAR Friend, — I have had two good letters 
from you, and it is fully my turn to write, so you 
shall have a token on this latest day of the year. 
I rejoice in this good will you bear to so many 
friends of mine, — if they will go to you, you must 
thank yourself. Best when you are mutually con- 
tented. I wished lately I might serve Mr. Mao- 
ready, who sent me your letter. — I called on him 
and introduced him to Sam G. Ward, my friend 
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and the best man in the city, and, besides all hiB 
personal merits, a master of all the offices of hos- 
pitality. Ward was to keep hiraseU informed of 
Macready's times, and bring mc to liim nhen there 
was opporttmity. But he stayed but a few days in 
Eoijtun, and, Ward said, was in very good hands, 
and promised to see us when he returns by and by. 
I saw him ia Hamlet, but should much prefer to 
see him as Macroady. 

I must try to entice Mc. Macready out here 
into my pines and alder bushes. Just now the 
moon is shining on snow-drifts, four, five, and six 
feet high, but, before his return, they will melt; 
and already this my not native but ancestral vil- 
lage, which I came to live in nearly ten years ago 
because it was the quietest of farming towns, and 
off the road, is found to lie on the directest line 
of road from Boston to Montreal, a railroad is 
n-building through our secretest woodlands, and, to- 
morrow morning, our people go to Boston in two 
hours instead of three, and, next June, in one. 
This petty revolution in our country matters was 
very odious to me when it began, but it is bard to 
resist tlie joy of all one's neighbors, and I must 
bo contented to be carted lilte a chattel in the cars 
and be glad to see the forest fall. This rushing on 



3nerson to CarlyU. 



53 



your journey is plainly a capital invention for our 
spociouH America, but it Is more dignified and man- 
like to walk barefoot. — But do you not see that 
we are getting to bo neighbors ? a day from London 
to Liverpool ; twelve or eleven to Boaton ; and an 
hour to Concord; and yon have owed me a visit 
these ten years, 

I mean to send with your January Dial a copy of 
the number for Sterling, as it contains a review of 
his tragedy and poems, by Margaret Fnller. I have 
not yet seen the article, and the lady affirms that 
it is very bad, as she was ill all the time she 
was writing ; but I hope and believe better. She, 
Margaret Fuller, is an admirable person, whose 
writing gives feeble account of her. But I was to 
say that I shall send this Dial for J. S. to yonr 
care, as I know not the way to the Isle of Wight- 
Enclosed in this letter I send a bill of exchange 
for i32 8«. 2(i. payable by Baring k Co. It hap- 
pens to represent an exact balance on Munroe's 
books, and that slow mortal should have paid it 
before. I have not yet got to Clark, I who am a 
slow mortal, but have my eye fi.'sed ou him. Re- 
member me and mine with kindest salutations to 
your wife and brother. 

Ever yours, 

K. "W. Emerson. 
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CABLYLE TO EMERSON, 

Chelsea, 31 Januarj-, 18M. 

Dkab Emehson, — Some ten days a^o came your 
Letter with a iiew I>raft of £32 and odd money 
in it: all safe; the Draft now gone iuto the City 
to ripen iuto gold and silver, the Letter to be ac- 
knowledged by some hasty response now and here. 
America, 1 say to myself looking at these money 
drafts, is a strange [ilace ; the highest cornea out 
of it and the lowest! Sydney Smith is singing 
dolefully about doleful American repudiation, "dis- 
owuuig of the soft impeachment " ; and here oa 
the other hand is an American man, in virtue of 
whom America has become delinablo witlial as a 
placo from wliich fall heavenly manna-showers 
upon certain men, at certain seasons of history, 
when perhaps manua-ahowers were not the un- 
needfulest things ! — We will take the good and 
the e^-il, here as elsewhere, and heartily bless 
Heaven. 

But now for the Draft at the top of this leaf. 

One Colman,' a kind of Agricultural Missionary, 

1 The Reverend Henry Colmaii. 
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much in TOgiie here at present, has given it me j it 
is EmersoirB, the net produce hitherto (all but two 
cents) of EmenorCe Eisays. I enclose farther the 
Bookseller's hieroglyph papers ; unintelligible as all 
such are ; but sent over to you for scrutiny by the 
expert. I gather only that there arc some Five Hun- 
dred and odd of the dear-priced edition sold, some 
Two Hundred and odd still to sell, which the Book- 
seller says arc (in spite of pirates) slowly selling; — 
and that the half profit upon the whole adventure 
up to this date has been £24 15». l\d. sterling, — 
equal, as 1 am taught, at )M.88 per pound sterling, 
to $121,02, for which, all but the cents, here is a 
draft on Boston, payable at sight. Pray have your- 
self straightway paid ; that if there be any mistake 
or delay I may rectify it while time yet is. — I add, 
for the intelligence of the Bookseller-Papers, that 
Fraser, with whom the bargain originally stood, 
was succeeded by Nickerson ; these are the names 
of the parties. And so, dear Friend, accept this 
munificent sum of Money; and expect a blessing 
with it if good wishes from the heart of man can 
give one. So much for that. 

Did you receive a Dumfries Newspaper tt"ith a 
criticism in it ? The author is one GilRllan, a 
young Dissenting Minister in Dundee ; a person of 
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great talent, ingcnuouencsB, enthueiasm, and other 
virtues ; whose position as a Pi-eacher of bare old 
Calvitiism under penalty of death sometimes makes 
me tremble for him. He has written in that same 
Newspaper about all the notablest men of his time ; 
Godwin, Corn-law Elliott and I know not all whom: 
if he publish the Book, I will take care to send it 
rou.' I saw the man for the first time last autumn, 
at Dumfries ; as I said, his being a Calviniat Dis- 
senting Minister, economically fixed, and spiritu- 
ally with such germinations in him, forces me to 
be very reserved to him. 

John Sterling's Dial sliall be forwarded to Vent 
nor in the Isle of Wight, wbcnever it arrives. He 
WQ8 here, as probably I told you, about two months 
^o, the old unresting brilliantly radiating man. 
He is now much richer in money than he was, and 
poorer by the loss of a good Mother and good Wife: 
I understand be is building himself a bravo house, 
and also busy writing a poem. He Qings too much 
" eheet-lightning" and unrest into me when we 
meet in these low moods of mine ; and yet one 
always longs for him back again: " No doing with 
him or without him " the dog ! 



1 The iketchn rere pubUshed tti<: ati 
Ibe title of The Oalltrff ofLiUrary PotItu 
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My thrice unfoitunate Book ou Cromwell, — it is 
a real descent to Hades, to Golgotha and Chaos ! 
I feel oftenest as if it were possibler to die one's self 
than to bring it into life. Besides, my health ia in 
general altogether despicable, my " spirits " equal 
to those of the ninth ])art of a dyspoptic tailor 1 
One needs to be able to go on in all kinds of spirits, 
in climate sunny or sunless, or it will never do. 
The planet Earth, says Voss, — take four hexam- 
eters from Vo88 : — 

Journeys tliis Eartb, her eye on a Son, ihrmigL ihe heavenly 

spaces ; 
Joyous in ritdiance, or joyless by fits and swallowed in tem- 

Falteri uot, alters not, equal advancia^, home at the duo hour: 
So thou, weather-proof, constant, may, equal with day, March 1 

I have not a moment more to-night ; — and 
besides am inclined to write uoproritablcs if I per- 
sist. Adieu, my friend ; all blessings be with you 
always. 

Tours ever truly, 

T. Cablyle. 
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Concord, 28 Febroarj-, 1M4. 
Mt dear Cablyle, — I received by the last 
steamer your letter, and its prefixed order for 
one hundred and twenty-one dollars, which order 
1 sent to Ward, wlio turned it at once into money. 
Thanks, dear friend, for your caro and activity, 
which have brought me this pleasing aud most 
unlooked for result. And I beg you, if you know 
any family representative of Mr. Fraser, to ex- 
press my sense of obligation to that departed 
man. I feel a kindness not without some won- 
der for those good-natured five hiuidred English- 
men who could buy and read my miscellany. I 
shall not fail to send them a new collection, 
which I hope they will like better. My faith in 
tlic Writers, as an organic class, increases daily, 
and in the possibility to a faithful man of arriv- 
ing at Btatemeuts for which he shall not feel re- 
sponsible, but which shall be parallel with nature. 
Yet without any effort I fancy 1 make progress 
also in the doctrine of Indifferency, and am cer- 
tain and content that the truth can very well 
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spare me, and have itself spoken by another with- 
out leaving it or rae the worse. Enough if we 
have learned that music exists, that it is proper 
to us, and that wo cannot go forth of it. Our 
pipes, however shrill and squoal^ing, certify this 
our faith in Tune, and the eternal Amelioration 
may one day reach our ears and instruments. It 
is a poor second thought, this literary activity. 

Perhaps I am not made obnoxious to much 
suffering, but I have liad happy hours enough in 
gazing from afar at the splendors of the Intel- 
lectual Law, to overpay me for any pains I know. 
Existence may go on to be better, and, if it have 
such insights, it never can be bad. You some- 
times charge me with I know not what sky-blue, 
sky-void idealism. As far as it is a partiality, I 
fear I may be more deeply infected than you 
think me- I have very joyful dreams wliich I 
cannot bring to paper, much less to any approach 
to practice, and I blame myself not at all for my 
reveries, but that they have not yet got possession 
of my house aud barn. But I shall not lose my 
love for books. I only worship Eternal Buddh in 
the retirements and intermissions of Brahma. — 
But I must not cgotize and generalize to the end of 
my sheet, as I have a message or two to declare. 
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I enclose a bill of exchange on the BuringB for 
thirty-six pounds ; which is the sum of two re- 
cent payments of Munroe and of Little and Brown, 
whereof I do not despair you shall yet have some 
account in booksellers' figures. I liavo got so far 
with Clark as to have his consent to audit the 
accounts when 1 shall get energy and time enough 
to compile them out of my ridiculous Jomnal. 
Hunroe begs me to say what possibly I have 
already asked for him, that, when the HUtortf of 
Cromwell is ready to be seen of mcu, you will 
have an entire copy of the Manuscript taken, and 
sent over to us. Then will he print a cheap edi- 
tion such as no one will undersell, and secure such 
a share of profit to the author as the cheap press 
allows. Perhaps only thirty or forty pounds would 
make it worth while to take the trouble. A val- 
ued friend of mine wishes to know who wrote 
(jterhaps three years ago) a series of metaphysical 
articles in Blackwood on Consciousness. Can yon 
remember and tell me ? And now I commend you 
to the good God, yon and your History, and the 
true kind wife who is always good to the eager 
Toukees, and am yours heartily, 

R. W. Emehsok. 
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CAfiLYLE TO EMEK30N. 

Chelsea, 9 April, 1844. 

Deab Ekebson, — Till within five minnteB of the 
limit of my time, I had forgotten that thia was 
the 3d of the Month ; tliat I had a Letter to write 
acknowledging even money ! Take the acknowl- 
edgment, given in all haste, not without a gratitude 
that will last longer: the Thirty-six pounds and 
odd shilihigB came Bafe in- your Letter, a new 
unlooked-for Gift. America, I think, is like on 
amiable family teapot; you think it is all out long 
since, and lo, the valuable implement yields you 
another cup, and another ! Many thanks to f/ou, 
who are the heart of America to me. 

Republishing for one's friend's sake, I find on 
consulting my Bookseller, is out here ; we have 
Pirates waiting for every American thing of mark, 
as you have for every British ; to the tender mer- 
cies of these, on botlt Bides, I fancy the business 
mnst be committed. They do good too ; as all 
does, even carrion ; they send you fatter abroad, if 
the world liavc any use for you ; — oftcnest it only 
thinks it has. Your Esmytt tlie Pirated Eetaye, 
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make an ugly yellow tatter of a Pamphlet, price 
Is. Qd.; but the edition ia all sold, I underBtond: 
and even Nickerson has not entirely ceased to 
sell. The same Pirate who pounced upon you 
made an attempt the other day on my poor Life 
of Schiller, but I put the due epoke in his wlieel. 
They have sent me Lowell's Poemi ; they are 
bringing out Jean PauTa Life, &c., &c. ; tlie hungry 
Canaille. It is strange that men should feel them- 
selves so entirely at liberty to steal, simply because 
there ia no gallows to hang them for doing it. — 
Your new Book will be eagerly waited for by that 
class of persons; and also by another class which 
is daily increasing here. 

The only other thing I am "not to forget" is that 
of the E»mj/ on ConsdoumeM in Blackwood. The 
writer of those Papers is one Ferricr, a Nephew of 
the Edinburgh iliss Ferrier who wrote Marriage 
and some other Novels ; Nephew also of Professor 
Wilson (Christopher North), and married to one of 
his daughters. A man of perhaps fivo-and-thirty ; 
I remember him in boyhood, while ho was boarded 
with an Annandalc Clergyman ; I have seen him 
since manhood, and liked him well: a solid, square- 
risaged, dark kind of man, more like your Theodore 
Parker than any mutual specimen I can recollect. 
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He got the usual education of au Edinburgh Advo- 
cate ; but found no practice at the Bar, nor sought 
any with due anxiety, I believe ; addicted himself 
to logical meditations; — became, the other year, 
ProfesBOr of Universal History, or some such thing, 
in the Edinburgh University, and lectures with 
hardly any audience : a certain young public wanted 
me to be tliat Profesaor there, but I knew better. — 
la this enough about Ferrier ? 

I will not add anotlier word ; the time being poBt, 
irretrievable except by half-runuing ! 

Write us your Book ; and be well and happy 
always ! ^ 



CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 5 August, 1844, 
Dear Emerson, — There had been a long time 
without direct news from you, till four days ago 
your Letter arrived. This day I understand to be 
the ultimate limit of the American Mail ; yester- 
day, had it not been Sunday, would have been the 

' Tho signature has been cat aS, 
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limit : I write a line, therefore, Uiough in very 
great haste. 

Poor Sterling, even I now begin to fear, is in a 
very bad way. He liad two successive attacks of 
spitting of blood, some tbreo months ago or more ; 
the second attack of such violence, and his previ- 
ous condition then so weak, that the Doctor as 
good as gave up hope, — the poor Patient himself 
had from the first given it up. Our poor Friend 
has had so many attacks of that nature, attd so 
rapidly always rallied from them, I gave no ear to 
these sinister prognostics ; but now tliat I see the 
sununer influences passing over him without visi- 
ble improvement, and our good weather looking 
towards a close without so much strength added as 
will authorize even a new voyage to Madeira, — I 
too am at last joining in the general discourage- 
ment; all the sadder to me that I shut it out so 
long. Sir James Clark, our bestraccrcdited Physi- 
cian for such diseases, declares that Life, for cer- 
tain months, may linger, with great pain ; but that 
recovery is not to be expected. Great part of the 
lungs, it appears, is totally unserviceable for res- 
piration ; from the remainder, especially in times 
of coughing, it is witli the greatest difficulty that 
breath enough is obtained. Our poor Patient passes 
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the iii^ht in a sitting posture; cannot lie dovn : 
that fact sticks witli me ever since I heard it ! 
He is very weak, very pale ; still " writes a great 
deal daily " ; but does not wish to see anybody ; 
declines to "see even Carlyle," who offered to go to 
him. His only Brother, Anthony .Sterling, a hardy 
soldier, lately withdrawn from the Array, and set- 
tled in this quarter, whom we often communicate 
with, is about going down to the Isle of Wight this 
week : lie saw John four days ago, and brings 
nothing but bad news, — of which indeed this re- 
moval of Ilia to the neighborhood of the scene is 
a practical testimony. The old Father, a Widower 
for the last two years, and very lonely and dis- 
spirited, seems getting feebler and feebler : he was 
here yesterday : a pathetic kind of spectacle to us. 
Alas, alas ! But what can be said ? I say Nothing ; 
I have written only one Note to Sterling : I feel 
it probable that I shall never see him more, — nor 
his like again in this world. His disease, as I have 
from of old construed it, is a burning of him up by 
luB own fire. The restless vehemence of the man, 
struggling iu all ways these many years to find a 
legitimate outlet, and finding, except for transitory, 
anaatisfactory coruscations, none, has undermined 
its Clay Prison in the weakest point (which proves 
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to lie the lunge), and will make outlet tlure. My 
poor Sterling ! It is an old tragedy ; and very 
stern wJienever it repeats itself of new. 

To-day I get answer about Alfred Tennyson : all 
is right on that side. Moson informs me that the 
Russell Books and Letter arrived duly, and were 
duly forwarded and safely received ; nay, farther, 
that Tennyson is now in Town, and means to come 
and see me. Of this latter result 1 shall be very 
glad : Alfred is one of the few British or Foreign 
Figures (a not increasing number I think !) who 
are and remain beautiful to me; — a true human 
soul, or some authentic approximation thereto, to 
whom your own soul can say, Brother ! — However, 
I doubt he will not come ; he often skips me, in 
these brief visits to Town ; skips everybody in- 
deed ; being a man solitary and sad, as certain 
men are, dwelling in an element of gloom, — car- 
rying a bit of Chaos about him, in short, which 
he is manufacturing into Cosmos 1 

Alfred is the sou of a Lincolnshire Gentleman 
Farmer, I tliink ; indeed, you see in his verses that 
he is a native of " moated granges," and green, fat 
pastures, not of mountains and their torrents and 
storms. He had his breeding at Cambridge, as if 
for the Law or Church ; being master of a small 
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annuity on his Father's decease, ho preferred elub- 
bing witli Ills Mother and some Sisters, to live un- 
promoted and write Poems. In this way he lives 
still, now here, now ttiere ; the family always within 
reach of London, never hi it ; he himself making 
rare and brief visits, lodging in some old comrade's 
rooms. I think he must be under forty, not much 
under it. One of the finest^looking men in the 
world. A great shock of rough dusty-dark hair ; 
bright-1 ail gt ling hazel eyes ; massive aquiline face, 
most massive yet most delicate ; of sallow-brown 
complexion, almost Indian-looking; clothes cyni- 
cally loose, free-and-easy ; — smokes infinite to- 
bacco. His voice is musical metallic, — fit for 
loud latighter and piercing wail, and all that may 
lie between ; speech and speculation free and plen- 
teous : I do not meet, in these late decades, such 
company over a pipe ! — We shall see what he will 
grow to. He is often unwell; very chaotic, — hie 
way is tlirough Chaos and the Bottomless and 
Pathless ; not liandy for making out many miles 
upon. (0 Paper !) 

I trust there is now joy in place of pain in the 
House at Concord, and a certain Mother grateful 
again to the Supreme Powers ! We are all in our 
customary health here, or nearly so ; my Wife has 
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been in Lancashire, among her kindred there, for 
a month lately : our ewolleu City is getting emply 
and still ; we think of trying an Autumn htre this 
time. — Get your Book ready ; there are readers 
ready for it! And be busy and victorious! 
Ever Yours, 

T. Caelyle. 

My History is frightful ! If I live, it is like to 
be completed ; but whether I shall live, and not 
rather be buried alive, broken-hearted, iu the Serbo- 
nian Quagmires of English Stupidity, and so sleep 
beside Cromwell, often seems uncertain. Erebua 
has no uglier, brutalor element. Let us say noth- 
ing of it. Let us do it, or leave it to the OevilB. 
Ay de mi! 



XCIII. 
EMERSON TO CARLIIE. 

BosTos, I September, 1844, 

Mr DEAR Carlyle, — I have just learned that in 

ftn hour Mr, Wilmer'a mail-bag for London, by the 

"Acadin," closes, and I will not lose the occasion 

of sending you a hasty line : though I had designed 
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to nrrite you from home on aundry matters, which 
now must wait. I sond by this steamer some 
sheets, to the bookseller John Chapman, — proof- 
sheets of my new book of Essays. Chapman wrote 
to me by the last steamer, urging me to send liim 
some manuscript that had not yet been published in 
America, and he tliougljt he could make an advan- 
tage from printing it, and even, in some conditions, 
procure a copyright, and he would publisli for me 
on the plan of half-profits. The request was so 
timely, since I was not only printing a book, but 
also a pamphlet (an Address to citizens of some 
thirteen towns who celebrated in Concord the negro 
Emancipation on 1st August last), that I came to 
town yesterday, and hastened the printers, and hare 
now sent him proofs of all the Address, and of 
more than half the book. If yon can give Chap- 
man any counsel, or save me from any nonsense by 
enjoining on him careful correction, you shall. 

I looked eagerly for a letter from yon by the 
last steamer, to give me exact tidings of Sterling. 
None came ; but I received a short note from Ster- 
ling himself, which intimated that he had but a few 
more days to live. It ia gloomy news. I beg you 
will write me everything you can relate of him, by 
the next mail. If yon can learn from his friends 
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whether the packet of his Manuscripts and printed 
papers, returned by Russell and sent by me through 
Harnden's Express to Vcntnor, arrived safely, it 
would be a satisfaetion. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. W. Emeeson. 



CABLYLE TO EUERSON. 

Chelsea, 29 September. 1844. 

Dear Emerbon, — There should a Letter have 
come for you by that Steamer ; for I wrote one duly, 
and posted it in good time myself : I will hope 
therefore it was but some delay of some subaltern 
official, such as I am told occasionally chances, and 
that you got the Letter after all iu a day or two. 
It would give you notice, more or less, up to its 
date, of all the points you had inquired about : 
there is now little to be added; except concerning 
the main jwint, That the catastrophe has arrived 
there as wo foresaw, and all is ended. 

John Sterling died at his house in Ventnor on the 
night of Wednesday, 18th September, about eleven 
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o'clock ; unexpectedly at last, and to appearance 
witliout pain. His Sister-in-law, Mrs. Maurice, had 
gone down to him from tliia jJace about a week be- 
fore ; other friends were waiting as it were in view 
of him ; but he wished generally to bo iilone, to 
continue to the last setting his house and bis heart 
more and more in order for the Great Journey. 
For about a fortnight back he had ceased to have 
himself formally dressed ; had sat only in his dresa- 
ing-gown, but I believe was still daily wheeled into 
his Library, and sat very calmly sorting and work- 
ing there. He sent me two Notes, and various 
messages, and gifts of little keepsakes to my Wife 
and myself ; the Notes were brief, flt«rn and lo\Tng ; 
altogether noble ; never to be forgotten in this 
world. His Brother Anthony, wlio had been in the 
Isle of Wight within call for several weeks, had 
now come up to Town again; but, after about a 
week, decided tliat he would run down again, and 
look. He arrived on the Wednesday night, about 
nine o'clock ; found no visible change ; the brave 
Patient calm as ever, ready to speak as ever, — to 
say, in direct words which he would often do, or 
mdirectly as his whole speech and conduct did, 
" Grod is Great." Anthony and he talked for a 
■while, then took leave for the night ; in few min 
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ntes more, Anthony waa summoned to the bedside, 
and at eleven o'clock, as I said, the curtain dropt, 
and it was all ended. — Enge ! 

Whether the American Manuteripts had arrived 
I do not yet know, but probably shall before this 
Letter goes ; for Anthony is to return hither on 
Tuesday, and I will inquire. Our Friend is buried 
in Vcntnor Churchyard ; four big Elms ovorshadow 
the little spot; it is situated on the southeast side 
of that green Island, on the slope of steep hills (as 
I onderstand it) that look toward the Sun, and are 
close within sight and hearing of the Sea. There 
shall he rest, and have fit lullaby, this brave one. 
He has died as a man should; like an old Roman, 
yet with the Christian Bibles and all newest revela- 
tions present to him. He refused to see friends ; 
men whom I think he loved as well as any, — me 
for one when I obliquely proposed it, lie refused. 
He was even a little stern on his nearest relatives 
when they came to him : Do I need your help to 
die ? Phocion-likc he seemed to feel degraded by 
physical decay ; to feel that he ought to wrap his 
mantle round liim, and say, " I come, Persephoneia ; 
it is not I that linger ! " — His Sister-in-law, An- 
thony's Wife, probably about a month ago, while 
thoy were still in Wight, had ijegged that she might 
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see him yet once ; her huebaod would be there too, 
she engaged iiot to speak. Antliouj had not yet 
persuaded liim, when she, finding the door half 
open, went in: his pale changed countenance al- 
most made her shriek ; she stcpt forward silently, 
kissed his brow in silence; he burst into tears. 

Let us apeak no more of this. A great 

quantity of papers, I understand, ai-e left for my 
determination ; what is to he done with them I 
will sacredly endeavor to do. 

I have visited your Bookseller Chapman ; seen 
the Proof-sheets lying on his table ; taken order 
that the reprint shall be well corrected, — indeed, I 
am to read every sheet myself, and in that way get 
acquainted with it, before it go into stereotype. 
Chapman is a tall, lank youth of fivc-and-twenty ; 
full of good will, but of what other equipment time 
must yet try. By a little Book of his, which I 
looked at Boine months ago, he seemed to me sunk 
very deep in the dust-hole of extinct Socinianism; 
a painful predicament for a man ! He is not sure 
of saving much copyright for you; but he will do 
honestly what in that respect is doable ; and he 
will print the Book correctly, and publish it de- 
cently, I Baying imprimatur if occasion be, — and 
your ever-increasing little congregation here will do 




with the new word what they can. I add no more 
to-day ; reserving a little nook for tlie answer I 
hope to get two days hence. Adieu, my Friend : it 
is silent Sunday ; the populace not yet admitted to 
their beer-shops, till tlie respectabilities conclude 
their rubric-mmnmerics, — a much more audacious 
feat than beer ! We have wet wind at Northeast, 
and a sky somewliat of the dreariest : — Courage ! 
a little way above it reigns mere blue, and sunshine 
eternally! — T.C. 

Wednetday, October 2d. — The Letter liad to wait 
till to-day, and is still in time. Anthony Sterling, 
who is yet at Ventnor, apprises me this morning 
that according to his and the Governess's belief the 
Russell Manuscripts arrived duly, and were spoken 
of more than once by our Friend. — On Monday I 
received from this same Anthony a big packet by 
Post ; it contains among other things all your Letr 
tera to John, wrapt up carefully, and addressed in 
his hand, " Emerson's Letters, to be returned through 
the hands of Carlyle " : they shall go towards you 
next week, by Mr. James, who is about returning. 
Among the otlier Papers was one containing seven 
stanzas of verse addressed to T, Carlyle, 14th Sep- 
tember; full of love and enthusiasm; — the Friday 
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before his death; T was visiting the old City of 
Winchester that day, among the tombs of Canutes 
and eldest noble ones : you may judge how sacred 
the memory of those hours now is ! 

I have read your Slavery Address ; this morning 
the first Afl/f-sheet, in Proof, of the Easays has 
come : perfectly correct, and right good reading. 
Yours ever, 

T. Cablyle. 
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CoKCORD, 30 September, 1844. 
Mt dear Friesd, — I enclose a bill of exchange 
for thirty pounds sterling which I procured in town 
tCMlay at $5 each pound, or $150 ; so high, it seems, 
is the rat« at present, higher, they said, than for 
years. It is good booksellers' money from Little 
and Brown, and James Muui'oe & Co., in unequal 
proportions. If you wish for more accurate in- 
formation and have a great deal of patience, there 
ia still hope that you may obtain it before death ; 
for I this day met E. P. Clark in Washington 
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Street, aod he reported some progresB in auditing 
of accouute, and said that wiien preseDtly his family 
should return to town for the winter, he would see 
to the end of thein, i. e. the accounts. 

I received witli great satisfaction your letter of 
July, which came by a later steamer tlian it wa» 
written for, but gave mo exact and solid informa- 
tion ou what I most wished to know. May you live 
forever, and may your reports of men and tilings 
be accessible to me wltilst I Live ! Even if, as now 
in Sterling's case, the news are the worst, or nearly 
so, yet let whatever comes for knowledge be precise, 
for the direst tragedy that is accurately true must 
share the blessing of the Universe. I hare no later 
tidings from Sterling, and I must still look to you 
to tell me what yon can. I dread that the story 
should be short May you have much good to tell 
of him, and for many a day to come ! The sketch 
you drew of Tennyson was right welcome, for he is 
an old favorite of mine, — I owned his book before I 
saw your face ; — though I love him with allowance. 
cherish him with love and praise, and draw from 
him whole books full of new verses yet. The only 
point on which you never give precise iutelligenoe 
is your own book ; but you shall have your will in 
that ; BO only you arrive on the shores of light at 
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last, with your mystic freight fished partly out of 
the seoA of time, and partly out of the empyrean 



I have much regretted a sudden note I wrote you 
just before the steamer of 1 September sailed, en- 
treating you to eumher yourself about my proof- 
sheets sent to the London bookseller. I heartily 
absolve you from all such vexations. Notliing could 
be more inconsiderate. Mr. Chapman ia imdoubtr 
edly amply competent to ordinary correction, and I 
macb prefer to send you my little book in decent 
trim than in rags and stains and deformities more 
tliau its own. I have just corrected and seat to 
tlie steamer the last sheets for Mr. Gbapmou, who 
is to find flnglish readers if he can. I shall ask 
Mr. Chapman to send you a copy, for bis editiou will 
be more correct than mine. What can I tell you 
better ? Why even this, that this bouse rejoices iu 
a brave boy, now near three montlis old. Edward 
we call him, and my wife calls him Edward Waldo. 
When shall I show liim to you? And when shall 
I show you a pretty pasture and wood-lot which I 
bought last week on the borders of a lake whicli is 
the chief ornament of this town, called Walden 
Pond ? One of these days, if I should have any 
Bumey, I may build me a cabin or a turret there 




high as the tree-tope, and spend my niglits as well 
B3 days in the midst of a beauty which never 
fades for me. 



Yours with love. 



R. W. Emerson. 



CABLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 3 November, 1844. 
Dear Emerson, — By the clearest law I am bound 
to write you a word to-day, were my haste even 
greater than it is. The last American fleet or ship, 
about the middle of last month, brought me a Draft 
for Tliirty Pounds ; wliich I converted into ready 
cash, and have here, — and am now your grateful 
debtor for, as of old. There seems to be no end to 
those Boston Booksellers ! I think the well is dry ; 
and straightway it begins to run again. Thanks to 
you : — it is, I dare say, a thing you too are grate- 
ful for. We will recognize it among the good 
things of this rather indifferent world. — By the 
way, if that good Clark like his business, let him 
go OD with it ; but if not, stop liim, poor fellow I 
Tt is to me a matter of really small moment; 
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whether thoae Booksellers' accoiinta be ever audited 
in this world, or left over to the General Day of 
Audit. I myself shudder at the sight of such 
things ; and make my bargain here so always as to 
have uo trade with them, but to be netto from the 
first. Why should I plague poor Clark with them, 
if it be any plague to him ? The Booksellers will 
never know but we examine them ! The very ter- 
ror of Clark's name will be as the bark of chained 
Mastiff, — and no need for actual biting! Have 
clue pity on the man. 

Your English volume of Essays, as Chapman 
probably informs you by this Post, was advertised 
yesterday, " with a Preface from me." That is 
hardly accurate, that latter clauec. My " Preface " 
cousists only of a certificate that the Book is cor- 
rectly printed, and sent forth by a Publisher of 
your appointment, whom therefore all readers of 
yours ought to regard accordingly. Nothing more. 
There proves, I believe, no Wsiblc real vestige of a 
copyright obtainable here ; only Chapman asserts 
that he has obtained one, and that he will take all 
contravencrs into Chancery, — which has a terrible 
sound ; and indeed the Act he founds on is of so 
distracted, inextricable a character, it may mean 
anything and all things, and no Sergeant Talfourd 
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whom we could conBult durst take upon him to say 
that it meant almost anything whatever. The 
Bouiid of " Chancery," the stereotype character of 
this volume, and its cheap price, may perhaps deter 
pirates, — who are but a weak body in this country 
as yet. I judged it right to help in that ; and 
impertineut, at tliis stage of affairs, to go any 
farther. Tlie Book is very fairly printed, onward 
at least to the Essay New England PoUtict, where 
my " perfect-copy " of the sheets as jet stops. I 
did not read any of the Proofs except two ; finding 
it quite superfluous, and a sad waste of time to tlie 
hurried Chapman himself. I have found yet but 
one error, and that a very correctable one, " nar- 
vest" for "harvest"; — no other that I recollect 
at present. 

The work itself falling on me by driblets has not 
the right chance yet — not till I get it in the boimd 
state, and read it all at once — to produce its due 
impression on me. But I will say already of it. It 
is a termon to me, as all your other deliberate ut- 
terances are ; a real word, which I feel to be such, 
— alas, almost or altogether the one such, in a 
world all full of jargons, hearsays, echoes, and vain 
noises, which cannot pass with me for wordt! ThiB 
is a praise far beyond any " literary " one ; literary 
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praisea are not worth repeating in comparison. — 
For the rest, I have to object still (what you will 
eall objecting against the Law of Nature) that we 
find you a Speaker indeed, but as it were a Solilo- 
quizer on the eternal mountain-tops only, in vast 
solitudes wliere men and their affairs lie all hushed 
in a very dim remoteness ; and only the man and 
the stars and the earth are Tisiblc, — whom, so hne 
A fellow seems he, we could perpetually punch into, 
and say, " Why won't you come and help us then 1 
We have terrible need of one man like you down 
among us ! It is cold and vacant up there ; nothing 
pointablc but rainbows and emotions ; come down, 
and you shall do life-pictures, passions, facts, — ■ 
which transcend all thought, and leave it stuttering 
and stammering ! " — To which he answers that he 
won't, can't, and does n't want to (as the Cockneys 
have it) : and so I leave him, and say, " You West- 
em Gymnosophist ! Well, we can afford one man 
for that too. But — ! " — By the bye, I ought to 
say, the sentences are very brief; and did not, in my 
sheet reading, always entirely cohere for me. Pure 
genuine Saxon ; strong and simple ; of a clearness, 
of a beauty — But they did not, sometimes, rightly 
stick to their foregoers and their followers : the 
paragraph not as a beaten ingot, but as a beautiful 




square bag of duclMhot held together by canvaB ! I 
will try them agaia, with the Book deliberately 
before me. — There are also one or two utterancen 
about " Jo8U3," " immortality," and so forth, which 
will produce wide-eyes here and there. I do not 
eay it was wrong to utter thera ; a man obeys his 
own Piemou in these cases as his supreme law. I 
dare say you are a little bored occasionally with 
" Jesus," &c., — aa I confess I myself am, when I 
discern what a beggarly Twaddle they have made of 
all that, what a greasy Cataplasm to lay to their 
own poltrooneries ; — and an impatient person may 
exclaim with Voltaire, in serious moments : " Au 
nom de Dieu, ne me parlez plus de cet homme4d ! 
I have had enough of him ; — I tell you I am alive 
too!" 

Well, I have scribbled at a great rate ; regard- 
less of Time's flight ! — My Wife thanks many 
times for M. Fuller's Book. I sent by Mr. James 
a small Packet of your letters — which will make 
you sad to look at them ! Adieu, dear friend. 

T. CABLTL3S, 
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EMEB8ON TO CABLYLE. 

Concord, 31 December, 1844. 
My deab Friend, — I have long owed you a let 
ter and have much to acknowledge. Your two 
letters containing tidings, the first of the mortal 
illnees, and the second of the death of Sterling, 
I had no heart to answer. I had nothing to say. 
Alas ! as in so many instances heretofore, I knew 
not what to think. Life is somewhat customary 
and usual ; and death is the unusual and astonish- 
ing; it kills in so far the survivor also, when it 
ravishes from him friendship and the most noble 
and admirable qualities. That which we call faith 
seems somewhat stoical and selfish, if we use it as 
a retreat from the pangs this ravishment inflicts. 
I had never seen him, but I held him fast ; now I 
see him not, but I can no longer hold him. Who 
can say what he yet is and will be to me ? The 
most just and generous can best divine that. I 
have written in vain to James to visit me, or to 
send me tidings. He sent me, without any note, 
the parcel you confided to him, and has gone to 
Albany, or I know not whither. 
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I have your notes of the progress of my London 
printing, and, at last, the book itself. It was 
thoughtlcBB in me to ask your attention to the book 
at all in the proof state ; the printer might have 
been fully trusted with corrected printed pages 
before him. Nor should Chapman have taxed you 
for an advertisement ; only, I doubt not he vaa 
glad of a chance to have busineBS with you ; and, of 
course, was too thankful for any Preface. Thanka 
to you for the kind thought of a " Notice," and for 
its friendly wit. You shall not do this thing again, 
if I should send jou any more books. A Preface 
from you is a sort of banner or oriSamme, a little 
too splendid for my occasion, and misleads. I 
fancy my readers to be a very quiet, plain, even 
obscure class, — men and women of some religious 
culture and aspirations, young, or else mystical, 
and by no means including the great literary and 
fasliionable army, which no man can count, who 
now read your books. If you introduce me, your 
readers and the literary papers try to read me, and 
with false expectations. 1 had rather have fewer 
readers and only such as belong to me. 

I doubt not your stricture on the book as some- 
times unconnected and inconsecutive is just Your 
words are very gentle. I should describe it much 
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more harshly. My knowledge of the defects of 
these things I write ia all but gufScient to hinder 
me from writing at all, I am only a sort of lieu- 
tenant hero in tlie deplorable abaence of captains, 
and write the laws ill aa thinking it a better hom- 
age than universal silence. You Loadoners know 
little of the dignities and duties of country lyco- 
nms. But of what you say now and heretofore 
respecting the remoteness of my writing and think- 
ing from real life, though I hoar substantially the 
Bame criticism made by my countrymen, I do not 
know what it meana. If I can at any time express 
the law and the ideal right, that should satisfy me 
without measuring the divergence from it of the 
last act of Congress. And though I sometimes 
accept a popular call, and preach on Temperance 
or the Abolition of Slavery, as lately on the 1st 
of August, I am sure to feel, before I have done 
with it, what an intrusion it is into another sphere, 
and so much loss of virtue in my own. Since I 
am not to see you from year to year, is there never 
an Englishman who knows you well, who comes to 
America, and whom you can send to me to answer 
all my questions ? Health and lovo and joy to 
you and youra. 

R. W. Emebsok. 
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EMERSON TO CAELYLE. 



Concord, 31 J&noary, 1845. 

Mt dear Cabltle, — Carey and Hart of Phaa- 
dclphia, booksellers, have lately proposed to buy the 
remainder of our Boston edition of your MUcella- 
niet, or to give you a bonus for eanctioiiing an edi- 
tion of the some, which they propose to publish. 
On inquiry, I have found that only thirteen entire 
sets of four volumes remain to us uusoid ; whilst 
wo have 226 copies of Volume III., and 243 copies 
of Volume IV., remaining. 

In replying to Mr. Carey, I proposed that, besides 
the proposed bonus, he should buy of me these old 
volumes, which are not bound but folded, at 25 
cents a volume, (Munroe having roughly computed 
the cost at 40 cents a volume,) but this he declines 
to do, and offers fifty pounds sterling for his bonus. 
I decided at once to accept his offer, thinking it a 
more favorable winding up of our account than I 
could otherwise look for ; as Mr. Carey knows 
much better how to defend himself from pirates 
than I do. Su I am to publish that his edition is 
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edited with your concurrence. Our own remaining 
copies of entire sets I shall sell at once to Monroe, 
at a reduced price, and tlie odd volumes I think to 
dispose of by giving them a new and independent 
title-page. In the circumstances of the trade here, 
I think Mr. Carey's offer a very liberal one, and he 
is reputed in his dealings eminently just and gen- 
erous. 

My friend William Furncsa, who has corre- 
sponded with me on Carey's behalf, has added now 
another letter io say that Mr. Carey wishes to pro- 
cure a picture of Mr. Carlyle to be engraved for 
this edition. *' He understands there is a good 
head by Laurence, and he wishes to employ some 
London artist to make a copy of it in oil or water 
colors, or in any way that will suifice for the 
engraver ; and he proposes to apply to Mr. Carlyle 
for permission through Inmau the American artist 
who is now in England." Furncss goes on to ask 
for my " good word " with you in furtherance of 
this design. Well, I heartily hope you will not 
resist so much good nature and true love ; for Mr, 
PurnesB and Mr. Griswold, and others who com- 
pose a sort of advising committee to Mr, Carey, 
are sincere lovers of yours. One more opportunity 
this crisis in our accounts will give to that truest 
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of all Carlylians, E. P. Clark, to make bia report. 
I called at his house two nights ago, iu Boston ; 
he promised immediate attention, but quickly drew 
me aside to his " Illustrations of Carlyle," an end- 
less train of books, and portfolios, and boxes of 
prints, in which every precious word of that master 
is esplained or confirmed. 

Affectionately yours, 

R. W. Kmehson. 



CAELTLE TO EMERSON. 

Cbklska, 16 Febmarj, 1845. 

Dear Emerson, — By the last Packet, which 
Bailed on the 3d of the month, I forgot to write to 
you, though already in your debt one Letter ; and 
there now has another Lett<?r arrived, which on the 
footing of mere business demands to be answered. 
1 write straightway ; not kjiowing how the Post- 
Office people will contrive the conveyance, or 
whether it can be sooner than by the next Steam- 
ship, but willing to give them a chance. 

You have made another brave bargain for me 
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with the Philadelphia people ; to all of which I 
cau say nothiug but ^'Huge! Papm!" It seemato 
me strange, in the present state of Copyright, how 
ray sauctiou or the contrary can be worth jG50 
to any American Bookseller ; but bo it is, to all 
appearance ; let it bo so, therefore, with thanks 
and surprise. Tlie Messrs, Carey and Lea distin- 
guish themselves by the beauty of their Editions; 
a poor Author docs not go abroad among bis 
friends in dirty paper, full of misprints, under 
their guidance ; this is as handsome an item of the 
business as any. As to the Portrait too, I will be 
as " amiable " as heart could wish ; truly it will be 
worth my while to take a little pains that the kind 
Philadelphia Editors do once for all get a faithful 
Portrait of me, since they are about it, and so pre- 
vent counterfeits from getting into circulation, I 
will endeavor to do in that matter whatsoever they 
require of me ; to the extent even of sitting two 
days for a Crayon Sketch such as may be engraved, 
— though this new sacrifice of jjatience will not bo 
needed aa matters are. It stands thus : there is no 
Punter, of the numbers who have wasted my time 
and their own with trying, that has indicated any 
capability of catching a true Likeness, but one Sam- 
nel Lawrence ; a young Painter of real talent, not 




quite BO young now, but still only struggling for 
complete mastersliip in the management of colors. 
He does crayon sketches in a way to please almost 
himself ; but his oil paintings, at least till within a 
year or two, liave indicated only a great faculty still 
crude in that particular. His oil portrait of me, 
which you speak of, is almost terrible to behold ! 
It has the look of a Jotun, of a Scandinavian 
Demon, grim, sad, as the angel of Death; — and the 
coloring is so brickish, the finishing so coarse, it re- 
minds you withal of a flayed horse's head ! " Dinna 
apeak o'(." But the preparatory crayon-sketch of 
this, still in existence, is admired by some judges ; 
poor John Sterling bought it from the Painter, and 
it is now here in the hands of his Brother, who will 
readily allow any authorized person to take a draw- 
ing of it. Laurence himself, I imagine, would bo 
the fittest man to employ; or your Mr. Ingham 
[Inman] , if he be here and a capable person t one or 
both of these might superintend the Engraving of 
it here, and not part with the plate till it were pro- 
nounced satisfactory. In short, I am willing to do 
" anything in reason " ! Only if a Portrait is to bo, 
I confess I should ratlier avoid going abroad under 
the hands of bunglers, at least of bunglers sano 
tioned by myself. There is a Portrait of me in 
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Bome miserable farrago called Spirit of the Age ; ' a 
farrago unknown to me, but a Portrait known, for 
poor Lawrence broiigbt it down to me witb sorrow 
in his face ; it professes to be from bis painting ; is 
a "Lais without the beauty" (as Charles Lamb used 
to Bay) ; a flayed horse'a head without the spiritu- 
alism, good or bad, — and simply figures on my 
mind as a dotestability ; which I had much rather 
never have seen. These poor Spirit of the Age peo- 
ple apphcd to mo ; I described myself as " busy," 
&c. ; shoved them off me ; and this monster of in- 
iquity, resembling Nothing in the Earth or under it, 
is the result. In short, I am willing, I am willing ; 
and so let ub not waste another drop of ink on it 
at present ! — On the whole, are not you a strange 
fellow ? You apologize as if with real pain for 
" trouble " I had, or indeed am falsely supposed to 
have had, with Chapman here ; and forthwith en- 
gage again in correspondences, in speculations, and 
negotiations, and I know not what, on my behalf ! 
For Bhame, for shame ! Nay, you have done one 
very ingenious thing ; to set Clark upon the Boston 
Booksellers* accounts : it is excellent ; Michael 
Scott setting the Devil to twist ropes of sand, 

' " A new Spirit of the Ago. Edited by R. H. Home." In Two 
TolnuiMi Loudou, 1811. 
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" There, my brave one ; see if you don't find work 
there for a while ! " I never thiuk of this Clark 
without love and laughter. Once more, Euge ! 

Chapman is fast selling your Books here ; strik- 
ing off a new Five Hundred from his Stereotypes. 
You are wrong as to your Public in this Country ; 
it is a very pretty public ; extends pretty much, I 
believe, through all ranks, and is a growing one, — 
and a truly aristocratic, being of the bravest in- 
quiring minds we have. All things are breaking 
up here, like Swedish Frost in the end of March ; 
gdchis €pouvantable. Deep, very serious eternal 
instincts are at work ; but as yet no serious word 
at all that I hear, except what reaches me from 
Concord at intervals. Forward, forward ! And 
you do not know what I mean by calling yon 
" unpractical," " theoretic." cceca corda ! But 
I hare no room for such a theme at present. 

The reason I tell you nothing about Cromwell is, 
alas, that tliere is nothing to be told. I am day and 
night, these long months and years, very miserable 
about it, — nigh broken-hearted often. Such a 
scandalous accumnlation of Human Stupidity in 
every form never lay before on such a subject. No 
liistory of it can be written to this wretclicd, fleer- 
ing, sneering, canting, twaddling, God-forgetting 
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generation. How can you cxplaia men to Apes bj 
the Dead Sea?' And I am very sickly too, and 
my Wife is ill all this cold weather, — and I am 
soak in the bowels of CliaoB, and scarce once in the 
three mouttia or so see so much as a possibility 
of ever getting out! Cromwell's own Lettert and 
Speeches I have gathered together, and washed clean 
from a thousand ordures: these I do sometimes 
think of bringing out in a legible shape ; — perhaps 
soon. Adieu, dear friend, with blessings always. 
T. Cakli-le. 
Poor Sydney Smith is understood to be dying; 
water on the chest ; past hope of Doctors. Alas ! — 



EMEESON TO CAELYLE.« 



CoKCORD, June S9, 184S. 
My deab Friend, — I grieve to think of my 

slackness in writing, which suffers steamer after 

' The dwelletB by the Dead Sea who were clmnged to npfa are 
rererred to in TBiions placeii by (.■nrlyle. Fie tells iLo story of the 
nietamorphosia, wliicb be got from the IntrDducltou to Sale's Koiui, 
in Pa/l and Pretrnt, Book III. Ch. 3. 

» f runt tlu! tougL dnft. 
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steamer to go without a letter. But I have atill 
hoped, before each of the late packets sailed, that 
I should have a message to seod that would en- 
force a letter. I wrote you some time ago of 
Mr. Carey's liberal proposition in relation to your 
MiBcellanies. I wrote, of course, to Fumess, 
through whom it was made to me, accepting the 
proposition ; and I forwarded to Mr. Carey a letter 
from me to be printed at the beginning of the 
book, signifying your good-will to the edition, and 
acknowledging the justice and liberality of the 
publishers. 1 have heard no more from them, and 
now, a fortnight smce, the newspaper announces 
the death of Mr. Carey. He died very suddenly, 
though always an invalid and extremely crippled. 
His deatli is very much regretted in the Pliiladel- 
phia papers, where he bore the reputation of a most 
liberal patron of good and fine arts. I have not 
heard from Mr. Furnc8B,and have thought I should 
still expect a letter from liim. I hope our corre- 
spondence will stand as a contract which Mr. Carey's 
representatives will feel bound to e.tecutc. They 
liad sent me a little earlier a copy of Mr. Sartain'a 
engraving from their wafer-color copy of Lau- 
rence's head of you. They were eager to have the 
engraving pronounced a good likeness. I showed 
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it to Sumner, and Huasell, and Theodore Parker, 
who have seen you long since I had, and they shook 
their heads unanimously and declared that D'Or- 
say's profile was much more like. 

I creep along the roada and fields of this town 
as I have done from year to year. When my gar- 
den is shamefully overgrown with weeds, I puU up 
some of them. I prune my apples and pears. I 
have a few friends who gild many hours of the 
year. I sometimes write verses, I toll you with 
some unwillingness, as knowing your distaste for 
such things, that I have received so many applica- 
tions from readers and printers for a volume of 
poems that I have seriously taken in hand the 
collection, transcription, or scription of such a vol- 
ume, and may do the enormity before New Year's 
day. Fear not, dear friend, you shall not hove to 
read one line. Perhaps I shall send you an ofiicial 
copy, but I shall appeal to the tenderness of Jane 
Carlyle, and excuse your formidable self, for the 
benefit of us both. Where all writing is such a 
caricature of the subject, what signifies whellier 
the form is a little more or less ornate and luxuri- 
ous? Meantime, I tliink to set a few heads before 
me, as good texts for winter evening entertain- 
ments. I wrote a deal about Napoleon a few 
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months ago, after reading a library of memoirs. 
Now I liavc Plato, MoiitaigiH!, and Swedenborg, and 
more in the clouds behind. What news of Naseby 
and Worcester ? 



CAELTLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 29 August, 1S45. 
Dear Emerbos, — Your Letter, which had been 
very long expected, baa been in my hand above a 
month now ; and still no answer sent to it. I 
thought of answering Btraightway ; but the day 
went by, days went by ; — and at length I decided 
to wait till my insupportable Burden (the " Stur 
pidity of Two Centuries " as I call it, which ia 
a heavy load for one man !) were rolled off my 
shoulders, and I could resume the habit of writ- 
ing Letters, which has almost left me for many 
months. By the unspeakable blessing of Heaven 
that consummation has now arrived, about four 
days ago I wrote my last word on Cromweltt 
Letters and Speeches ; and one of the earliest uses 
I make of my recovered freedom is to salute you 
again. The Book is nearly printed : two big vol- 



Carlifle to Emcrsmu 



97 



umee ; about a half of it, I think, my own ; the 
real utterances of the man Oliver Cromwell once 
more legible to earnest men. Legible really to an 
unexpected extent ; for the Book took quite an un- 
expeeted figure in my hands ; and is now a kind 
of Life of Oliver, the best tfiat circumstances 
would permit me to do : — whether either I or 
England shall be, in my time, fit for a better, re- 
mains submitted to the Destinies at present. I 
have tied up the whole Puritan Paper-Litter (con- 
siderable mosses of it still unburnt) with tight 
strings, and bidden it at the bottom of my deepest 
repositories: there fiball if, if Heaven please, lie 
dormant for a time and times. Such an element 
as I have been in, no human tongue can give ac- 
count of. Tlic disgust of my Soul has been great ; 
a really fious labor : worth very little when I have 
done it ; but the best I could do ; and that is quite 
enough. I feci the liveliest gratitude to the gods 
that I have got out of it alive. The Book is very 
dull, but it is actually legible : all the ingenious fac- 
ulty I had, and ten times as much would have been 
useful there, has been employed in elucidation; in 
saying, and chiefly in forbearing to say, — in onnl- 
hilating continents of brutal wreck and dung : Aeh 
Gott I — But in fact you will see it by and by ; and 
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then form your own conclusions about it. Tliey 
are going to publish it in October, I find : I tried 
hard to get you a complete copy of tlic sliects by 
this Steamer ; but it proves to be flatly impossible ; 
— perhaps luckily; for I think you would have 
bccu bothering yourself with some new Bookaeller 
negotiation about it ; and tliat, as copyright and 
other matters now stand, is a thing I cannot rec- 
ommend. — Enough of it now : only let all my 
silences and other shortcomings be explained 
thereby. I am now off for the North Country, for 
a snatch still at the small remnants of Summer, 
and a little free air and sunshine. I am really 
far from well, though I have been riding diligently 
for three months back, and doing what I could to 
help myself, 

Very glad shall I be, my Friend, to have some 
new utterances from yon either in verse or in 
prore ! What yon say about the vast imperfection 
of all modes of utterance is most true indeed. Let 
a man apeak and sing, and do, and sputter and ges- 
ticulate as be may, — the meaning of him is moBt 
ineffectually shown forth, poor fellow ; rather indi- 
cated a.i if by straggling symbols, than spoken or 
visually expressed! Poor fellow! So the great 
rule is. That he have a good manful meaning, and 
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then that he tako what " mode ot utterance " is 
honestly the readiest for him. — I wish you would 
take an American Hero, one whom you really love ; 
and give us a History of him, — make an artistic 
bronze statue (in good words') of his Life and liim ! 
I do indeed. — But speak of what you will, you are 
welcome to me. Onco more I say, No other voice 
in this wide waste world seems to my sad ear to be 
speaking at all at present. The more ie the pity 
for US. 

I forbid you to plague yourself any farther with 
those Philadelphia or other Booksellers, If you 
could hinder them to promulgate any copy of that 
frightful picture by Lawrence, or indeed any picture 
at all, I had rather stand as a shadow than as a 
falsity in the minds of my American friends ; but 
this too we are prepared to encounter. And as for 
the money of these men, — if they will pay it, good 
and welcome ; if they will not pay it, let them keep 
it with what blessing there may be in it ! I have 
your noble offices in that and in other such matters 
already unforgctably sure to me ; and, in real fact, 
that is almost exactly the whole of valuable that 
could e.\ist for me in the affair. Adieu, dear 
Friend. Write to me again ; I will write again at 
more leisure. Yours always, 

T. Carlylb. 



ca 

EMERSON TO CARLTLE. 

CoscOBD, 15 September, 1845. 

Mt dear Friend, — I have seen Furiiess of Phil- 
adelphia, who was, last week, in Boston, and in- 
quired of him what account I should send you of 
the new Philadelpliia edition. " Has not Mr. Carey 
paid you ? " he said. — No. " Tlien has he not 
paid Carlyle directly ? " No, as I belieye, or I 
should have heard of it. — Fumeaa repUed, that 
the promised fifty pounds were sure, and that the 
debt would liave been settled before this time, if 
Mr. Carey had lived. So as this is no longer a 
Three Blind Callcnders' business of Arabian Nights, 
I shall rest secure. I have doubted whether tho 
bad name which Philadelphia has gotten in these 
times would not have disquieted you in tliis long 
delay. If you have ever heard directly from Carey 
and Hartj yon will inform me. 

I am to read to a society in Boston presently 
Bome lectures, — on Plato, or the Philosopher ; 
Swedenborg, or the Mystic ; Montaigne, or the 
Sceptic ; Shakespeare, or tlic Poet ; Napoleon, or 
the Man of tlic World ; — if I dare, and much lee- 
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turing makes «b incorrigibly rash. Perhaps, before 
I end it, my list will be longer, and the measure of 
presumption overflowed. 1 may take names less 
reverend than some of these, — but six lectures I 
have promised. I find this obligation usually a 
good spur to the sides of that dull horse I have 
charge of. But many of its advantages must bo 
regarded at a long distance. 

I have heard nothing from you for a long time, 
— so may your writing prosper the more. I wish 
to hear, however, concerning you, and your house, 
and your studies, when there is little to tell. The 
steamers come so fast — to exchange cards would 
not be nothing. My wife and children and my 
mother are well. Peace and love to your house- 
hold. 

R, W. Emeesos. 



crn. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLB. 

CoscORD, SO September, 1845. 
Mr DEAR Friend, — I had hardly sent away my 
letter by the last steamer, when yours full of good 
news arrived. I greet you heartily on the achieve- 
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ment of your task, and the new days of freedom 
obtAiiied and deserved. Happiest, first, that you 
can work, which seems the privilege of the great, 
and then, also, that thereby you can come at the 
swcotnesB of victory and rest. Yes, flee to the coun- 
try, ride, run, leap, sit, spread yourself at large ; 
and in all ways celebrate the immense benevolence 
of tlio Universe towards you ; and never complain 
again of dyspepsia, crosses, or the folly of menj 
for in giving you this potent concentration, what 
has been withholdcn ? 1 am glad with all men that 
a new book is made, that the gentle creation as 
well as the grosser goes ever on. Another month 
will bring it to me, and I shall know the secrets of 
these late silent years. Welcome the child of my 
friend ! Why should I regret that I see you not, 
when you are forced tlius intimately to discover 
yourself beyond the intimacy of conversation ? 

But you should have sent me out the sheets by 
the lost steamer, or a manuscript copy of the book. 
I do not know but Mum-oe would have printed it 
at once, and defied the penny press. And slow 
Time might have brought in bis bands a most 
modest reward. 

I wrote you the other day the little I had to say 
on affairs. Clark, the financial Conscience, has 
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never yet made any report, though often he prom- 
ieed. Half the year he livca out of Boston, and 
unless I go to liis Bank I never aee liis face. I 
think he will not die till he have disburdened him- 
self of thifl piece of arithmetic. I pray you to send 
me my copy of thia book at the earliest hour, and 
to o£Eer my glad congratulations to Jane Carlyle, 
on an occasion, I ara sure, of great peace and relief 
to her spirit. And so farewell. 

R. W. Emeesos. 



CAELYLE TO EMEBSON. 

Cheiaea, 11 November, 1S4S. 
U.Y DEAR Emebson, — I have had two Letters 
from you since I wrote any; the latest of them was 
lying hero for mo when I returned, ahout three 
weeks ago; the other I had received in Scotland: 
it was only the last that demanded a special an- 
swer ; — which, alas, I meant faithfully to give it, 
but did not succeed ! Witli meet despatch I made 
the Bookseller get ready for you a Copy of the im- 
published Cromwell Book ; hardly complete as yet, 
it was nevertheless put together, and even some 
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kind of odiouB rudiments of a Portrait were bound 
up with it; and the Packet inscribed with your 
address was put into Wiley and Putnam's hands in 
time for the Mail Steamer ; — and I hope has duly 
arrived ? If it have not, pray set the Booksellers 
a-hunting. Wiley and Putnam was the Carrier's 
name ; this is all the indication I can give, but 
this, I hope, if indeed any prove needful, will be 
enough. One may hope you have the Book already 
in your hands, a fortnight before this reaches you, 
a month before any other Copy can reach America. 
In whicli case the Parcel, without any Letter, must 
have seemed a little enigmatic to you ! Tlie reason 
was this : I miscounted the day of the month, un- 
lucky that I was. Sitting down one morning with 
full purpose to write at large, and all my tools 
round me, I discover that it is no longer the third 
of November ; that it is already the fourth, and the 
American Mail-Packet has already lifted anchor! 
Irrevocable, irremediable ! Nothing remained but 
to wait for the 18th; — and now, as you see, to 
take Time by the forelock, — queue, as we all 
know, he has none. 

My visit to Scotland was wholesome for me, tho' 
full of sadness, as the like always is. Thirty years 
mow away a Generation of Men. The old Hills, 
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the old Brooks and Houses, are still there ; but tho 
Population has marched away, almost all ; it is not 
there any more. I cannot enter into light talk 
■with the survivors and successors ; I withdraw 
into silence, and converse with the old dumb crags 
rather, in a melancholy and abstruse manner. — 
Thank God, my good old Mother is still there ; old 
and frail, but still young of heart ; as young and 
strong there, I think, as ever. It is beautiful to 
see affection survive where all else is submitting 
to decay ; the altar with its sacred fire still burn- 
ing when the out^r walla are all slowly crumbling ; 
material Fate saying, " They are mine ! " — 1 read 
some insignificant Books ; smoked a great deal of 
tobacco; and went moping about among the hills 
and hollow water-courses, somewhat like a shade 
in Ilades. Tlie Gospel which this World of Pact 
does preach to one differs considerably from the 
sugary twaddle one gets the offer of in Exeter-Hall 
and other Spouting-places ! Of which, in fact, I am 
getting more and more weary ; sometimes really 
impatient. It seems to mo the reign of Cant and 
Spoonyism has about lasted long enough. Alas, in 
many respects, in this England I too often feel 
myself sorrowfully in a "minority of one"; — if 
in the whole world, it amount to a minority of two, 
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that IB Bomething ! These words of Goethe often 
come into my mind, *' Veraektungja Nieht^chtung." 
Lancashire, with its Titanic Industries, with its 
smoke and dirt, and brutal stupor to all but money 
and the five mechanical Powers, did not excite 
much admiration in mo ; considerably less, I think, 
than ever ! Patience, and shuffle the cards ! 

The Book on Cromwell is not to come out till 
the 22d of this month. For many weeks it has 
been a real weariness to me ; my hope, always dis- 
appointed, that jiow is the last time I sliall have 
any trade with it. Even since I began writing, 
there has been an Engraver here, requiring new 
indoctrination, — poor fellow ! Nay, in about ten 
days it mit«t be over : let us not complain. I feel 
it well to be worth nothing^ except for the little 
fractions or intermittent fits of pious industry there 
really were in it ; and my one wish is that the hu- 
man species would be pleased to take it off my 
hands, and honestly let me hear no more about 
it ! If it please Heaven, I will rest awhile still, 
and then try something better. 

In three days lience, my Wife and I arc off to the 
Hampshire coast for a winter visit to kmd friends 
there, if in such a place it will prosper long with 
us. The climate there is greatly better than ours ; 
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they are excellent people, well affected to us ; and 
can be lived with, though of high temper and ways ! 
They are the Lord Ashburtons, in fact ; more prop- 
erly the younger stratum of that house ; partly a 
kind of American people, — who know Waldo Em- 
eraou, among other fine things, very welt ! 1 think 
we arc to stay some three weeks : the bustle of 
moving is already begun. 

You promise us a new Book soon? Let it he 
soon, then. There are many persons here that will 
welcome it now. To one man here it is ever aa an 
articulate voice amid the infinite cackling and caw- 
ing. That remaina my best defmition of the effect 
it has on me. Adieu, my friend. Good bo with 
you and your Household always. Vale. 

T. C. 



CAELYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 3 Janoary, 1846. 

Dear Emermn,— I received your Letter > by the 

last Packet three or four days ago : this is the last 

day of answering, the monthly Packet sails towai-ds 

you again from Liverpool to-morrow morning ; and 

* Hkdsg. 
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1 am in great pressure with many writings, else- 
whither and thither ; therefore I must be very 
brief. I have just written to Mr. Hart of Philadel- 
phia; his Draft (as I judge clearly by the Banker's 
speech and silence) is accepted, all right ; and in 
fact, means money at this time : for which 1 have 
written to thank him heartily. Do you very heart- 
ily thank Mr. Furncss for me ; — Furness and vari- 
ous friends, as Transatlantic matters now are, must 
accept a tilent gratitude from me. The speech of 
men and American hero- worshippers is grown such 
a babblement : in very truth, silence is the thing 
that chiefly has meaning, — there or here 

To my very great astonishment, the Book Orom- 
v>ell proves popular here; aiid there is to be another 
edition very soon. Edition with iraproveraents — 
for some fifty or bo of new (not all insignificant) 
Letters have turned up, and I must try to do some- 
thing rational with them ; — with which painful 
operation I am again busy. It will make the two 
volumes about ei/iia/ perhaps, — which will be one 
bencrit! If any American possibility lie in this, 

I will take better care of it, Alas, I have not 

got one word with you yet ! Tell me of your 
Lectures; — of all things. 

• Ever yours, 

T. Caeltlb. 
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We returned from HampBliire exactly a week 
ago ; never passed aix bo totally idle weeks in our 
lives. — Better in health a little ? Perhaps. 



CVI. 

OABLTLE TO EIOIRSON. 

Chelsea, 3 Febniiuy, \Mv. 

Deab Emehson, — One word to you before the 
Packet aail ; — on business of my own, once 
more; in such a state of haite as could hardly 
be greater. The Printers are upon me, and I have 
not a moment. 

Contrary to all human expectation, this Book on 
Cromwell proves salable to mankind here, and a 
second Edition is now going forward with all speed. 
The publication of the First has brought out from 
their recesses a new heap of Cromwell Letters ; — 
which have been a huge embarrassment to me ; 
for they are highly unimportant for most part, and 
do not tend to alter or materially modify anything. 
Some Fifty or Sixty new Letters in all (many of 
them from Printed Books that had escaped me) : 
the great majority, with others yet that may come 
in future time, I determine to print simply as an 
Appendix ; but several too, I think about twenty 
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in all, are to bo fitted into the Text, chiefly in the 
early part of the First Volume, as tending to bring 
some matters into greater clearness there. I am 
busy with that even now ; sunk deep into the Dust- 
abysses again ! — Of course I have made what pro- 
vision I could for printing a Supplement, &c. to the 
possessors of the First Edition : but I lind this 
Second will be the Final standing Edition of the 
Book; decidedly preferable to the First; not to be 
touched by me again, except on very good cause 
indeed. Now letters, except they expressly con- 
tradict me, shall go at once into the back apart- 
ment, or Appendix, in future. 

The Printers have sent me some fivt 
sheets, they send me hitherto a sheet daily ; but 
perhaps there are not above three or two in a per- 
fect state ; so I trouble you with none of them by 
this Packet. But by next Packet (3d of March), 
unless I hear to the contrary, I will send you all 
the Sheets that are ready ; and so by the following 
Packets, till wo are out of it; — that you, on the 
scene there, may do with them once for all whatso- 
ever you like. If nothing can be done with them,— 
believe me I shall be very glad of that result. But 
if you can so much as oblige any honest Bookseller 
of your or my acquaintance by the gift of them, let 
it be done ; let Pirates and ravenous Bipeds of 
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Prey be excluded from participating ; that of itself 
will be a comfortable and a proper thing ! — Ton 
are liercby authorized to promulgate in any way you 
please, Tliat the Second Edition will be augmented, 
corrected, as aforesaid ; and that Mr. (Any Son of 
Adam you please to name) is, so far aa I have any 
voice in the matter, appointed by me, to the exclusion 
of all and sundry others on what pretext soever, to 
print and vend the same to my American Friends, 
And 80 it stands ; and tlie Sheets (probably near 
thirty in numljer) will be out with the Alarcli Pack- 
et : — and if notliing can come of it,l for one shall 
be very glad ! The Boolt is to he in Three Volumes 
now; the first ends at p. 403, Vol. I. ; the third be- 
.gins at p. 155, Vol. II., of the present edition. 

What are you doing ? Write to me : how the 
Lectures went, Iiow all things went and go ! We 
are over head and ears in Anti-Corn-Luw here ; the 
Aristocracy struck almost with a kind of horror at 
sight of that terrible Millocracy, rising like a huge 
hideous Frankenstein up in Lancashire, — seem- 
ingly with boundless ready-money in its pocket, 
and a very fierce humor in its stomach ! To mo 
it is as yet almost uglier than the Aristocracy ; 
and I will not fire guua when this small victory is 
gained ; I will recommend a day of Fasting rather, 
that such a victory required such gaining. 
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Adieu, my Friend. Is It likely -we shall meet in ' 
" Oregon," tliink you ? That would be a beautiful 
affair, on the partof the most enlightened Nation! 
Yours ever, 

T. Caeltle. 



cvn. 

CAELTLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 3 Uarch, 1846. 
Dear Emersov, — I must write you a word be- 
fore this Packet go, tlio' my haste is very great. 
I received your two Newspapers (price only two- 
pence) ; by the same Ship there came, and reached 
me some days later, a Letter from Itr. Everett en- 
closing the Cromwell jiortions of the same printed- 
mattcr, clipt out by scissors ; written, it appeared, 
by Mr. Everett's nephew ; some of whose remarks, 
especially his wish that I might once he in New 
England, and see people " praying," amused me 
much ! The Cotton Letter, itc, I have now got to 
the bottom of ; Birch's copy is in the Museum here, 
— a better edition than I had. Of " Leverett" and 
the other small American Documents — alas, I get 
cartloads of the like or better tumbled down at my 
door, and my chief duty is to front them resolutely 
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■with a thovel. " Ten thouflond tons " is but a small 
estimate for the quantity of loose and indurated 
lumber I have had to send sounding, on each hand 
of me, down, down to the eternal deeps, never to 
tronble me more ! The jingle of it, as it did at 
last get under way, and go down, was almost mj 
one consolation in those imutterablc operations. — 
I am again over head and ears ; bat shall be out 
soon: never to return more. 

By this Packet, according to volunteer contract, 
there goes out by the favor of your Cliapman a 
number of sheets, how many I do not exactly 
know, of the New Edition : Chapman First and 
Chapman Second (yours and mine) have under- 
taken to manage the affair for this month and for 
the following months ; — many thanks to them 
both for taking it out of my hands. What you 
are to do with the Article you already know. If no 
other customer present himself, can you signify to 
Mr, Hart of Philadelphia that the sheets arc much 
at his service, — his conduct on another occasion 
having given him right to such an acknowledgment 
from me ? Or at any rate, yoxi. will want a new 
Copy of this Book ; and can retain the sheets for 
that object. — Enough of them. 

From Mr. Everett I learn that your Boston Lee- 
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tures have been attended with renown enou^ : 
when are the Lectures themselves to get to print ? 
I read, last night, an Kseay on you, by a kind of 
" Young Scotland," as we might call it, in an Edin- 
burgh Magazine; very fond of you, but shocked 
that you were Antichristian : — really not eo bod. 
The stupidities of men go crossing one another ; 
and miles down, at the bottom of all, there is a 
little vcinlct of senBe found running at last ! 

If you see Mr. Everett, will you thank him for 
his kind remembrance of me, till I find leisure (as 
I have vainly hoped to-day to do) to thank him 
more in form. A dignified, compact kind of man ; 
whom I remember with real pleasure. 

Jargon abounds in our Newspapers and Parliar 
ment Houses at present ; — with which " the pres- 
ent Editor," and indeed I tiiink the Public at large, 
takes little concern, beyond the regret of being 
hortd by it. The Corn-Laws are going very quietly 
the way of all deliriums; and then there will at 
least be one delirium less, and wc shall start upon 
now ones. 

Not a word more to-day, but my bleasinga and 
regards. God be with you and yours always. 
Ever your affectionate 

T. Cablyle. 
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Cheuea, 18 April, 1846. 

DeaB EstERSOK, — Yonr two Letters • have both 
come to hand, the lost of them only three days ago. 
One word in answer before the Packet sail ; ono 
very hasty word, rather than none. 

You have made the best of Bargains for me ; 
once again, with the freest contempt of trouble on 
my behalf ; which 1 cannot sufficiently wonder at ! 
Apparently it is a fixed-idea of yours that the Bib- 
liopolic Genua shall not cheat me; and you are 
decided to make it good. Very well ; let it bo eo, 
in as far as the Fates will. 

Certainly I will conform in all points to this 
Wiley-and-Pufnam Treaty, and faithfully observe 
the same. The London Wileys have not yet sent 
me any tidings ; but when they do, I will Bay Your 
terms on the other side of the sea are the Law to 
us, and it is a finished thing. — No sheets, I think, 
will go by this mid-month Paetet, the Printer and 
Bookseller were bidden not mind that: but by the 
Packet of May 8d, I hope the Second Volume will 
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go complete ; and, if the Friiiters make speed, al- 
most tbe whole reraaindor may go by the June one. 
There is to be a " Supplement to the First Edition," 
containing all the new matter that is separable : 
of this too the Wileya shall have their due Copy to 
reprint: it is what I could do to keep my faith 
with purchasers of the First Eklition here ; but, on 
the whole, there will be no emulating of the Second 
Edition except by a reprint of the whole of it; 
changes great and small have had to introduce 
themselves everywhere, as these new Letters were 

woven in. 1 hope before May 3d I shall have 

ascertained whether it will not be the simplest way 
(as with my present light it clearly appears) to give 
the sheets direct to the Wiley and Putnam here, 
and let th^m send them t In any case, the cargo 
shall come one way or other. 

Furthermore, — Yes, you shall have that sun- 
shadow, a Daguerreotype likeness, as the sun shall 
please to paint it : there has often been talk of get^ 
ting me to that establishment, hut I never yet could 
go. If it be possible, we will have this also ready 
for the 3d of May, Providtd you, as you promise, 
go and do likewise I A strange moment that, when 
1 look upon your dead shadow again ; instead of 
the living face, which remains unchanged within 
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me, enTeloped in beautiful clouds, and emerging 
now and then into strange clearness I Has jonr 
head grown grayish ? On me are " gray hairs here 
and there," — and I do " know it." I have lived 
half a century in this world, fifty years complete 
on the 4th of December last ; that is a solemn fact 
for me ! Few and evil have l)ecn the days of the 
years of thy servant, — few tor any good that was 
ever done in tiiem. Ay de mi ! 

Within lat« weeks I have got ray Horse again; 
go riding through the loud torrent of vehiculatory 
discords, till I get into the fields, into the green 
lanes; which is intrinsically a great medicine to me. 
Most comfortless riding it is, with a horse of such 
ka^aroo disposition, till I do get to the sight of 
my old ever-young green-mantled mother again ; 
but for an hour there, it is a real blessing to me. 
I have company sometimes, but generally prefer 
Bolitude, and a dialogue with the trees and clouds. 
Alas, the speech of men, especially the witty-speech 
of men, is oftentimes afflictive to me : " in the wide 
Earth," I say sometimes with a sigh, *' there is none 
but Emerson that responds to me with a voice 
wholly human ! " All " Literature " too is become 
I cannot tell you how contemptible to me. On the 
whole, one's blessedness is to do as Oliver : Work 
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while the snn is np ; work well aa if EtemitieB 
depcudcd on it ; and then aleep, — if under the 
guano-mountains of Human Stupor, if handsomely 
forgotten all at once, that latter is the handsome 
thing ! I have often thought what W. Shakspeare 
would say, were he to ait one night in a " Shak- 
speare Society," and listen to the empty twaddle 
and other long-eared melody about him there ! — 
Adieu, my Friend. I fear I have forgotten many 
things : at all oveuta, I have forgotten the inexo- 
rable flight of the minutes, which are numbered out 
to mo at present. 

Ever yours, 

T. Caeltib. 

I think I recognize the Inspector of Wild-beasts, 
in the little Boston Newspaper you send ! ^ A small 
hatchet-faced, gray-eyed, good-humored Inspector, 
who came with a Translated Lafontaine, and took 
his survey not without satisfaction ? Comfortable 
too how rapidly he fathomed the artiraal, having 
just poked liim up a little. Ack Gott! Man is 
forever interesting to men ; — and all men, even 
Hatchet-faces, are (/lobular and complete ! 

» Thii proh»Uy reftts to t. letlar of Mr. EUiur Wrighfa, ia- 
•cribing > vuit to Cirlyk. 
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CIX. 
CAELYLE TO EMERSON. 

Cbblsea, 30;April, 1846. 

Dear Emeeson, — Here is the Photograph going 
off for you by BookfcUer Munroe of Boston ; the 
Sheets of Cromwell, all the second and part of the 
last volume, are to go direct to New York : both 
Parcels by tlio Putnam conveyance. For Putnam 
has been here since I wrote, mating large confir- 
mations of what you convoyed to me ; and large 
Proposals of an ulterior scope, — which will in- 
ToIvG you in new trouble for me. But it ia trouble 
you will not grudge, inasmuch as it promises to 
have some issue of moment ; at all events the ne- 
gotiation is laid entirely into your hands : there- 
fore I must with all despatch explain to you the 
essentials of it, that you may know what Wiley 
tays when he writes to you from New York, 

Mp, Putnam, really a very intelligent, modest, 
and reputable-looking little fellow, got at last to 
sight of me about a week ago; — explained with 
much earnestness how the whole origin of the mw- 
take about the First Edition of Cromwell had lajn 
with Chapman, my own Bookseller (which in fact 
I had already perceived to be the case) ; and farther 
set forth, what was much more important, that he 
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and his Partner were, and had been, rcad^ and 
desirous to make good said mistake, in the amplest, 
most satisfactory manner, — by the ready method 
of paying me 7tow ten per cent on the selling-price 
of all tlie copies of Cromwell sent into the market 
by them ; and had (as I knew already) covenanted 
with you to do so, in a clear, hond-fide, and to you 
satisfactory manner, in regard to that First Edi- 
tion : in consoqueuce of which you had made a 
bargain with them of like tenor in regard to the 
Second. To all which I could only answer, that 
eucb conduct was that of men of honor, and would, 
in all manner of res|}ecta, be satisfactory to me. 
Wherefore the new Sheets of Cromwell should now 
go by At* Package direct to New York, and the 
other little Parcel for you be could send to Mun- 
roe ; — that as one consequence ? " Yes, surely," 
intimated he ; but there were other consequences, 
of more moment, behind that. 

Namely, that they wanted (the Wiley & Putnam 
house did) to publish certain other Books of mine, 
the List of which I do not now recollect ; under 
similar conditions : viz. that I was to certify, in a 
line or two prefixablc to each Book, that I had read 
it over in preparation for their Printer, and did au- 
thorize them to print and sell it; — in return for 
which Ten per cent on the sale-price (and all man- 
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ner of facilities, volunteered to convince even Clark 
of Boston, the Lynx-ejed Friend now busy for me 
looking through millstones, that all was straight, 
and said Ten per cent actually paid on every copy 
sold) ; This was Putnam's Offer, stated with all 
transparency, and in a way not to be misunderstood 
by either of us. 

To ivliich I answered that the terms seemed clear 
and square and every way good, and such aa I 
could comply with heartily, — so far as I was at 
liberty, but not farther. Not farther : for example, 
there was Hart of Philadelphia (I think the Wileys 
do not want the Misceltanlei), there were Munroe, 
Little and Brown, &c. ; — in shoii, there was 
B. W. Emerson, who knew in all ways how far I 
waa free and not free, and who would take care of 
my integrity and interest at once, and do what was 
just and prudent ; and to Am I would refer the 
whole question, and wliatever ho engaged for, that 
and no other than that I would do. So that you 
see how it is, and what a coil you have again got 
into ! Mr. Putnam would have had some " Letter," 
some " cxchaugc of Letters," to the effect above- 
stated : but I answered, " It was better we did not 
writ* at all till the matter was clear and liquid 
with you, and then we could very swiftly write, — 
and act. I would apprise you how the matter 
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stood, and expect your answer, and bid you coto- 
nant with Mr. Wiley what 70U found good, prompt 
I to fulfil whatever you undertook for me." — This 
U a true picture of the affair, the very truest I 
can write in haste ; and so I leave it with you — 
Aeh Gott ! 

If your Photograph succeed as well as mine, I 
shall be almost tragically glad of it. This of me is 
far beyond all pictures ; really very like : I got 
Laurence the Painter to go with me, and he would 
not let the people off till they had actually made a 
likeness. My Wife has got another, which she as- 
serts to be much " more amiable-looking," and even 
liker ! * my Friend, it is a strange Phantasma- 
gory of a Fact, this huge, tremendous World of ours, 
Life of ours ! Do you bethink you of Craigenput- 
tock, and the still evening there ? I could burst 
into tears, if I had that habit : but it is of no use. 

The Cromwell business will be ended about the 
end of May, — I do hope! 

You say not a word of your own affairs : I 
have vaguely been taught to look for some Book 
shortly ; — what of it ? We are well, or tolerably 
well, and the summer is come : adieu. Blessings 
on you and yours. m p 

^ The engraved portrait in the first volame of this Correspondence 
ia firoiD a photograph taken from this daguerrotype. 
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ex. 

EMEKSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 14 May, 1846. 

Dear Friend, — I daily expect the picture, and 
wonder — 00 long as I have wished it — I had 
never asked it before. I was in Boston the other 
day, and went to the best reputed Daguerreotjpist, 
but though I brought home three transcripts of my 
face, the house-mates voted them rueful, supremely 
ridiculous. I must sit again ; or, as true Elizabeth 
Hoar said, I must not sit again, not being of the right 
complexion which Daguerre and iodine delight in. 
I am minded to try once more, and if the sun will 
not take me, I must sit to a good crayon sketcher, 
Mr. Cheney, and send you his draught 

Good rides to you and the longest escapes from 
London streets. I too have a new plaything, the 
bept I ever had, — a wood-lot. Last fall I bought a 
piece of more than forty acres, on the border of a 
little lake half a mile wide and more, called Wal- 
den Pond, — a place to which my feet have for 
years been accustomed to bring me once or twice 
a week at all seasons. My lot to be sure is on 
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the further aide of the water, not so familiar to me 
as the nearer shore. Some of the wood is an old 
growth, but most of it has been cut oft within 
twenty years and is growing thriftily. In these 
May days, when maples, poplars, oaks, birches, wal- 
nut, and pine are in their spring glory, I go thithor 
every afternoon, and cut with my hatchet an Indian 
path through the tliicket all along the bold shore, 
and open the finest pictures. 

My two little girls Itnow tlie road now, though it 
is nearly two miles from my house, and find their 
way to the spring at tlie foot of a pine grove, and 
with some awe to the ruins of a village of shanties, 
all overgrown with mullein, which the Irish who 
built tlie railroad left behind them. At a good 
distance in from the shore the land riBCS to a rocky 
head, perhaps sixty feet above the water. Thereon 
I think to place a hut ; perhaps it will have two 
stories and be a petty tower, looking out to Monad- 
noc and other New Hampshire Mountains. There 
I hoiie to go with book and pen when good hours 
come. I shall think there, a fortuight might bring 
you from London to Walden Pond. — Life wears on, 
and do you say the gray hairs appear? Few con 
80 well afford them. The black have not hung 
over a vacant brain, as England and America know ; 
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nor, white or black, will it give itself any Sabbath 
for many a day henceforward, as I believe. What 
have we to do with old age ? Our existence looks 
to me more than ever ioitial. We have come to 
Bee the ground and look up materials and tools. 
The men wlio tiave any positive quality are a flying 
advance party for reconnoitring. We shall yet 
have a right work, and kings for competitors. 
With ever affectionate remembrance to your wife, 
your friend, 

K W. Emeeson. 



EMERSON TO CAELYLE. 

Concord, 31 May, 1846. 

Ur DEAR Friend, — It is late at night and I have 
postponed i\Titing not knowing but that my parcel 
would be ready to go, — and now a public meeting 
and the speech of a rarely honest and eloquent man 
have left me but a span of time for the morning's 
messenger. 

The photograph came safely, to my tliorough con- 
tent. X have what I have wished. Tliis head is to 
me out of comparison more satisfying than any pic- 



126 



Emerson to Carl 



ture. I confirm my recoUectioDS and I make new 
observations ; it ia life to life. Thanks to the Sun. 
Tins artist remembers what every other forgeta to 
report, and what I wish to know, the true sculpture 
of tlic features, the anglea, tbe special organism, the 
rooting of the hair, the form and the placing of tbe 
head. I am accustomed to expect of the English 
a securing of the essentials in their work, and the 
sun does that, and you have done it in this portrait, 
which gives rao much to tliink and feel.* I waa 
instantly stirred to an emulation of your love and 
punctuality, and, last Monday, which was my forty- 
third birthday, I weut to a new Dag uerreo typist, 
who took much pains to make his picture right. I 
brought home three shadows not agreeable to my 

1 From Emerson's DUry, Mny 23, 18*3 r — "In Cnriylo'i head 
(photagrnph), which come iut uigbC, haw mach nppenrs I How 
nnatUinuble this truth to any paioter I Hem have I the inevitable 
tnlti which th« son Tor^ta not t« oopy, nad which I Ihirst to ses, 
but which no painter remembers to give me. Here have I the exact 
(culptura, the form of tbe heitd, tbe rooting of tbo hair, tlueknew 
or the lip*, the man that Ood made. And all the Laareccea and 
D'Oraayi now aerre me well as illustration. 1 hive tbe form and or- 
ganism, and eaa iKtCer spare the i>xpre«9iou md color. Wbut would 
I not give for a bend of Shakespeare by the same artist 1 of Plato t 
of Demosthenea I Here I have the jutting brow, and the eicetlent 
•bape or tbe head. And bore tbe organism of the eye TuU of Eng- 
land, tba Tilid eye, in which I see the strong eieeuUve talent which 
baa nude his tliought available to the natiotiB, whilst others aa in- 
tetlaeliial oa he are palu and powerlosa. The photograph comet 
dated 25 April, IBIO, und be writes, ' I am fifty yeere old.' " 
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own eyes. Tlie machine has a bad effect on me. 
My ■wife protests agaiosttlic imprintflas slanderoua. 
My friends say they look ten years older, and, as I 
think, with the air of a decayed gentleman touched 
with his first paralysis. However I got yesterday 
a trusty vote or two for sending one of them to yon, 
on th e ground that I am not likely to get a better. 
\ now seems probable that it will not get 
iond into the hands of Harnden in time for 
Eo"Bt€amcr to-morrow. It will Uiea go by that 
of the 16th. 

I am heartily glad that you are in direct com- 
munication with these really energetic booksellers, 
Wiley and Putnam. I understood from Wiley's 
letter to me, weeks ago, that their ambition was 
not loss than to have a monopoly of your hooka. 
1 answered, it ia very desirable for us too; saving 
always the rights of Mr, Hart in Philadelphia. — I 
told him you had no interest in Munroe's Sartor, 
which from the first was his own adventure, and Lit- 
tle and Brown had never reprinted Past and Prea- 
ent or Chartigm. The French Revolution, Past and 
Present, Chartism, and the Sartor, I see no reason 
why they should not have. Munroe and L. & B. 
have no real claims, and I will speak to them. But 
there is one good particular in Putnam's proffer to 
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you, which Wiley has not established in his (first 
and last) agreement with me, namely, that you shall 
have an interest in what is already sold of their 
first edition of Cromteell. By all means close with 
Putnam of the good mind, exempting only Hart's 
interest. I have no recent correspondence with 
Wiley and Putnam. And 1 greatly prefer that they 
should deal directly witli you. Yet it were best to 
leave an American reference open for audit and 
umpirage to the stanch E. P. Clark of the New 
England Bank. 



Ever yours, 



R. W. Emerson. 



CAELTLE TO EMEESON. 

Chelsea, IB June, 1846. 
Dear Emerson, — I have had two letters of yours, 
the last of them (Slat May) only two days, and 
have seen a third written to Wiley of New York, 
Yesterday Putnam was here, and we made our bar- 
gain, — and arc to have it signed this day at hia 
Shop ; two copies, one of which I mean to insert 
along with this, and give up to your or E. P. Clark's 
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keeping. For, as yoa will Bee, I have appointed 
Clark my representatire, economic plenipotentiary 
and factotum, if he will consent to act in that sub- 
blime capacity, — subject always to your adWce, to 
your control in all ttZfra-economic respects, of which 
you alone are cognizant of the circumstances or 
competent to give a judgment. Pray explain this 
with all lucidity to Mr. Clark: and endeavor to 
impress upon him tliat it is (to all appearance) a 
real affair of business wo are now engaged in ; that 
I would have him satiKfy his own sharp eyes (by 
such methods as he finds convenient and sufTtcient, 
by examination at New York or how he can) that 
the conditions of this bargain art fairly complied 
with by the New York Booksellers, — who promise 
" every facility for ascertaining how manif copies 
are printed," &c., Ac. ; and profess to bo of the 
integrity of Israelites indeed, in all respects whafc- 
ever ! If so, it may be really useful to us. And I 
would have Mr. Clark, if lie will allow mo to look 
upon him as my man of hutineat in tliis afTair, take 
reasonable pains, be at any reasonable expense, Ac. 
(by liimself or by deputy) to ascertain that it it so 
in very fact ! In that case, if something come of 
it, we shall get the something and be thankful; if 
nothing come of it, we shall have tlie pleasure of 
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caring nothing about it — I have given Putnam 
two Books (Heroes and Sartor) ready, corrected ; 
the others I think will follow in the course of next 
month; — F. Revolution waits only for an Index 
which iny man is now busy with. The Cromwell, 
Supplement and all, he has now got, — published 
two days ago, after sorrowful dclaya. Your Copy 
will be ready thU afternoon, — too late, I fear, by 
just one day : it will lie, in that case, for a fort- 
night, and then como. Wiley will find that he haa 
no rcsouroe but to reprint the Book ; ho will re- 
print the Supplement too, in justice to former pnr- 
chasers ; but this is tho final form of the Boob, 
this second edition ; and to this aU readers of it 
will come at last. 

Wo expect the Daguerreotype by next Steamer ; 
but you take good care not to prcposseas us on its 
belialf! In fact, I believe, the only satisfactory 
course will be to get a Sketch done too ; if you 
have any Painter that can manage it tolerably, pray 
set about that, as tho true solution of tho business 
— out of the two together we sliall make a likeness 
for ourselves that will do. Let tho Lady Wife 
be satisfied with it; then we shall pronounce it 
genuine ! — 

I envy you your foreat^work, your summer um- 
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brages, and clear Bilcnt lakes. The weather here 
ia getting insupportable to us for heat. Indeed, if 
rain do not come within two weeks, I believe we 
must wind up our affairs, and make for Bome shady 
place direct : — Scotland is perhaps likeliest ; but 
nothing yet 13 fixed : you Bhnll duly hear. — Directly 
after this, I set off for Putnam's in Waterloo 
Place ; sign his paper there ; stick one copy under 
a cover for you, and despatch. — Send me word 
about all that you are doing and thinking. Bo 
busy, be still and happy. 

Tours ever, 

T. Carlyle, 



EMERSON TO CABLYLE, 

CoKCOBD, 15 July, 184G. 
Mt dear Carltle, — I received by the last 
Bteamer your letter with the copy of the covenant 
with Wiley and Putnam, which seems unexception- 
able. I like the English side of those men very 
well ; that is, Putnam seems eager to stand well 
and rightly with hia fcllow-men. Wiley at New 
York it was who provoked me, last winter, to 
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write him an angry letter wlien lie declared his in- 
tention to reprint our new matter without paying 
for it. Wlien he thonght better of it, ajid came to 
terms, I had not got bo far as to be affectionate, 
and Iiave never yet resumed the correspondence 
I had with him a year ago, about my own books. 
I hope you found my letter to them, though I do 
not remember which, properly cross. I believe I 
only enumerated difficulties. I have talked with 
Little and Brown about their editions of CAarti«n, 
and Fait and Present; tbey have made no new 
sales of the books since tliey were printed on by 
the pirates, and say that the books lie still on their 
sbclvea, as also do a few copies of the London and 
Boston edition of French Revolution. I prayed them 
immediately to disjiosc of these things by auction, 
or at their trade sales, at wliatever prices would 
sell them, and leave the market open for W. & P. ; 
which they promise to do. 

To Munroe I weDt, and learn that he has bought 
the stereotype-plates of the New York pirate edition 
of Sartor, and means to print it immediately. He is 
willing to stop if W. & P. will buy of him his plates 
at their cost. I wrote so to them, but they say no. 
And I have not spoken again with Munroe, I was 
in town yesterday, and carried the copy of the Cove- 
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nant to E. P. Clark, and read him your message. 
His Bank occupies him ciitirely just now, for his 
President ie gone to Europe, and Clark's duties are 
tlie more ouerouB. But finding that the new re- 
sponsibilities delegated to him are light and toler- 
able, and, at any rate, involve no retrospection, he 
very cheerfully signified his readiness to serve you, 
and I graciously forbore all allusions to my lieap of 
booksellers' accounts which lie has had in keeping 
now — for years, I believe. lie told me that he 
hopes at no distant day to have a house of his own, 
— he and his wife are always at board, — and, when- 
over that happens, he intends to devote a cliamlier 
in it to his "Illustrations of Mr. Carlylc's Writ- 
ings," which, I believe, I have told you before, are 
a very large and extraordinary collection of prints, 
pictures, books, and manuscripts. I sent you the 
promised Dagucrrotype with all unwillingness, by 
the steamer, I think of 16 Juno. On 1 August, 
Margaret Fuller goes to England and the Conti- 
nent ; and I shall not fail to write to you by her, 
and you must not fail to give a good and faithful 
interview to this wise, sincere, accomplished, and 
most entertaining of women. I wish to bespeak 
Jane Carlyle's friendliest ear to one of the noblest 
of women. We shall send vou no other such. 



'34 Carlisle to Emerson. 

I was lately inquired of again bj an agent of a 
liugo Boston society of young men, whether Mr. 
Carlyle would not come to America and read Leo- 
tures, on some terms whicli they could propose. I 
advised them to make him an offer, and a better 
one than they had in riew. Joy and Peace to you 
in your new freedom. 

R. W. E. 



CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelbea, 17 Julv, 1846. 
Dear EmersoK, — Since I wrote last to you, — 
I think, with tlie Wilcy-and-Putnam Covenant en- 
closed, — the Photograph, after some days of loi- 
tering at the Liverpool Custom-house, came safe to 
hand. Many thanks to you for this punctuality : this 
poor .Shadow, it is all you could do at present in 
that matter ! But it must not rest there, uo. This 
Image is altogetlier uusatisfactory, illusive, and 
even in some measure tragical to me ! First of all, 
it is a bad Pbotograplt ; no eyet discernible, at least 
oue of the eyes not, except in rare favorable lights : 
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then, alas, Time itself and Oblivion must hare been 
busy. I could not at first, nor can I yet with per- 
fect decisivenesH, bring out any feature completely 
recalling to mo the old Emerson, that lighted on 
us from tlic Blue, at Craigenputtock, long ago, — 
theul Hero is a genial, smiling, energetic face, 
full of Bunny strength, intelligence, integrity, good 
humor; but it lies imprisoned in baleful shades, as 
of the valley of Deatli ; seems smiling on me as if 
in mockery. "Dost know mo, friend ? I am dead, 
thou seest, and distant, and forever hidden from 
thee; — I belong already to the Eternities, and thou 
recognizest me not!" On tho whole, it is the 
Btrangcst feeling I have : — and practically the 
thing will be, that you get us by the earliest oppor- 
tunity some living pictorial sketch, chalk-drawing 
or the like, from a trustworthy hand; and send it 
hither to represent you. Out of the two I shall 
compile for myself a likeness by degrees : but as for 
this present, we cannot put up with it at all ; to my 
Wife and me, and to sundry other parties far and 
near that have interest in it, there is no satisfaction 
in this. So there will be nothing for you but com- 
pliance, by the first fair chance you have : further- 
more, I bargain that the La^y Emerson have, within 
reasonable limits, a royal veto in the business (not 
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absolute, if that threaten extinction to the enter- 
pritio, but absolute within the limits of possibility) ; 
and that bIic take our case iu hand, and graciously 
consider what can and shall be done. That ncUl 
answer, I tliink. 

Of late weeks I have been either idle, or annk 
in the sorrowfulest cobbling of old shoes again; 
sorrowfully reading over old Books for the PutnamB 
and Chapmans, namely. It is really painful, look- 
ing in one's own old face ; said " old face " no 
longer a thing extant now ! — Happily I have at laet 
finished it; the whole Lumber-troop with clothes 
duly brushed (^French Revolution has even got an 
Index too) travels to New York in the Steamer 
that brings you this. Quod fauntum «it; — or in- 
deed I do not much care whether it be fautlum or 
not ; I grow to care about an astonishingly small 
number of things aa times turn with me ! Man, all 
men seem radically dumb ; jabbering mere jargons 
and noises from tlie teeth outwards ; the inner 
meaning of them, — of them and of me, poor devils, 
— remaining shut, buried forever. If almost all 
Books were burnt (my own laid next the coal), I 
sometimes in my spleen feel as if it really would be 
bettor with us ! Certainly could one generation of 
meu be forced to live without rhetoric, babblement, 
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hearsay, in short with the tongue -well cat out 
of them altogether, — their fortunate succeseors 
would find a most improved world to start upon! 
For Cant does lie piled on us, high as the zenith ; an 
Angeau Stable with the poiBonous confusion piled 
80 high: which, simply i£ there once could be noth- 
ing »aid, would mostly dwindle like summer snow 
gradually about its business, and leave us free to 
use our eyes again! When I see painful Professors 
of Greek, poring in their sumptuous Oxfords over 
dead Greek for a thousand years or more, and 
leaving live English all tlie while to develop itself 
under charge of Pickwicks and Sam Wellers, as if 
it were nothing and the other were all things: this, 
and the like of it everywhere, fills me with refleo- 
tions! Good Heavens, will the people not come out 
of their wretched Old-Clothes Moumouth-Streets, 
Hebrew and other; but lie there dying of the 
basest pestilence, — dying and as good as dead! 
On the whole, I am very weary of most " Litera- 
ture " : — and indeed, in very sorrowful abstruse 
humor otherwise at present. 

For remedy to which I am, in these very hours, 
preparing for a sally into the green Country and 
deep silence; I know not altogether how or whither- 
ward as yet ; only that I must tend towards Laucar 
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sliiro ; towards Scotland at last. My Wife already 
vaits mo in Loncaslure ; veut o£F, in rather poor 
case, much burnt bj the hot Town, some ten days 
ago; aud does not jet report much improvement. 
1 will write to you somewhere in my wanderings. 
The address, " Scotsbrig, Ecclefechan, N, B.," if 
you chance to write directly or soon after this 
arrives, will, likely, be tlie shortest ; at any rate, 
that, or "Cheyno Row" cither, is always sure 
enough to find me in a day or two after trying. 

By a kind of accident I have fallen considerably 
into American Iliatory in these days ; and am even 
looking out for American Geography to help me. 
Jarod Sparks, Marshall, &.c. are hickory aud buck- 
skin ; but I do catch a credible trait of human life 
from them here and there ; Miclielet's genial cham- 
pagne frothy — alas, I could find no fact in it that 
would stand handling; and so have broken down in 
the middle of La France, and run over to hickoiy 

and Jared for shelter ! Do you know Beriah 

Green?' A body of Albany newspapers represent 
to me the peo[ilc quarrelling in my name, in a 

■ The Itevetend Bniih Green, President for some ytsn of Oneidft 
Institute, a msnanl-lnbor school at Wbiltsboro', N, V. He wm an 
■ctire reformiT, iiid • leading member af the National CoDventloa 
wbiL-li met in rhtladelpliia, December 4tli, 1833, to Torrn the Amari- 
nui Autislavet; Society. He dltd in 1871, seventf-niue years old. 
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very rague manner, as to the propriety of being 
" governed," and Beriah'a is the only rational voice 
among them. Farewell, dear Friend. Speedy newa 
of you ! 

T. Cakltle. 



EMERSON TO CARLTLE. 

Concord, 31 July, 1846. 
Mr DEAB Fbiend, — The new edition of Crom- 
well in its perfect form and in excellent dress, and 
the copy of the Appendix, came munificoutly safe 
by the last steamer. When thought is best, then 
is there most, — ia a faith of which you alone 
among writing men at this day will give me ex- 
perience. If it is the right frankincense and 
Bandol-wood, it is ao good and heavenly to give mo 
a basketful and not a pinch. I read proudly, a 
little at a time, and have not yet got through the 
new matter. But I think neither the new letters 
nor the commentary could be spared. Wiley and 
Putnam sliatl do -what they can, and we will see if 
New England will not come to reckon this the best 
chapter in her Pentateuch. 
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I send thia letter by Margaret Fuller, of whose 
approach I believe I wrote you some word. There 
IB no foretelling how you visited and crowded 
English will like our few educated men or women, 
aiid in your learned populace my luminaries may 
easily be ovcrlooltcd. But of all the travellers 
whom you have bo kindly received from me, I 
think of none, since Alcott went to England, whom 
I 80 much desired that you should see and like, as 
this dear old friend of mine. For two years now I 
have scarcely seen her, as she has been at New 
York, engaged by Horace Greeley as a literary 
editor of his Tribune newspaper. Thia employ- 
ment was made acceptable to her by good pay, 
great local and personal conveniences of all kinds, 
and unbounded confidence and respect from Gree- 
ley himself, and all other parties connected with 
this influential journal (of 30,000 subscribers, I be- 
lieve). And Margaret Fuller's work as critic of 
all new books, critic of the drama, of music, and 
good arts in New York, has been honorable to her. 
Still this employment is not satisfactory to me. 
She ia full of all nobleness, and with the generosity 
native to her mind and character appears to me 
an exotic in New England, a foreigner from some 
more sultry and expansiye climate. She ia, I sup- 
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poee, the earliest reader and lover of Goethe in 
tliis Country, and nobody here knows him so well. 
Her love too of whatever is good in French, and 
specially in Italian genius, give her the best title 
to travel. In sliort, she is our citizen of the world 
by quite special diploma. And I am lieartily glad 
that she has an opportunity of going abroad that 
pleases her. 

Mr. Spring, a merchant of great moral merits, 
(and, as I am informed, an assiduous reader of your 
books,) has grown rich, and resolves to sec the 
world with his wife and son, and has wisely incited 
Miss Fuller to show it to him. Now, in the first 
place, I wish you to see Margaret when you are in 
special good humor, and have an hour of boundless 
leisure. And I entreat Jane Carlyle to abet and 
exalt and secure this satisfaction to me. I need 
not, and yet perhaps I need say, that M. F. is the 
safest of all possible persons who ever took pen in 
hand. Prince Metternich's closet not closer or half 
so honorable. In the next place, I should be glad 
if you can easily manage to show her the faces of 
Tennyson and of Browning. She has a sort of 
right to them both, not only because she likes 
their poetrj-, but because she has made their 
merits widely known among our young people. 
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And be it known to my friend Jane Carlyle, whom, 
if I cannot see, I delight to narae, that her visitor 
\h an immense favorite in the parlor, as well as in 
the library, in all good housca where she is known. 
And 80 I commend her to yon. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. W. Emerson. 



CXVI. 

CAELYLE TO EMERSON. 

Ceglsea, 13 December, 1846. 

Dear Emerson. — Thia is the 18th of the month, 
and it is a frightful length of time, I know not how 
long, since I wrote to yon, — sinner that I am ! 
Trnly we are in no case for paying debts at pres- 
ent, being all sick more or leas, from the hard cold 
weather, and in a state of great t<?mporary puddle : 
but, as the adage says, " one should oipn debt, and 
crave days " ; — therefore accept a word from me, 
such as it may be. 

I went, as usual, to the North Country in the 
Autnmn: passed some two cstromely disconsolate 
months, — for all things distress a wretehed thin- 
skinned creature like me, — in that old region, 
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which is at once an Earth and a Hades to me, an 
unutterable place, now that I have become luOBtly 
a ghoit tliere ! I saw Ireland too on my return, 
saw black potato-fields, a ragged noisy population, 
that haa long in a headlong baleful manner fol- 
lowed the BeviVa leading, listened namely to blus- 
tering Bhallow-violent Impostors and Children of 
Darkness, saying, " Yes, wc know you, you are 
Children of Light! "— and so has fallen all out at 
elbows in body and in soul ; and now having lost 
its potatoes is come aa it were to a crisis ; all its 
windy nonsense cracking suddenly to pieces under 
its feet : a very pregnant crisis uidced ! A coun- 
try cast suddenly into the melting-pot, — say into 
the Medea' s-Caldron ; to be boiled into horrid die- 
toltUiun; whether into now youth, into sound healthy 
life, or into eternal death and annihilation, one 
does not yet know ! Daniel O'ConncU stood bodily 
before rac, in his green Mullaghmart Cap; ha- 
ranguing his retinue of Dupahlos : certainly the 
most sordid Humbug I have ever seen in this world ; 
the emblem to me, he and his talk and the worship 
■ad credence it found, of all the miseries that can be- 
fall a Nation. I also conversed vnth Young Ireland 
in a confidential manner ; for Young Ireland, really 
meaning what it says, is worth a little talk ; the 
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Heroism and Patriotism of a uew generation ; well- 
ing fresh and new from the breasts of Nature ; and 
already poisont'd by O'Coonellism and the Old Irish 
atmosphere of bluster, falsity, fatuity, into one 
knows not what. Very sad to aee. On tlic whole, 
no man ought, for any cause, to speak lift, or have 
anything to do with liea ; but either hold his 
tongue, or apeak a bit of the truth : that ts the 
meaning of a tongue, people used to know ! — 
Ireland was not the place to console my sorrows. 
I returned home very sad out of Ireland ; — and 
indeed have remained one of the saddest, idlest, 
most useless of Adam's sons ever since ; and do 
still remain so. I care not to iorite anything more, 

— so it seems to mo at present. I am in my va- 
cant interlunar cave (I suppose that is the truth) ; 

— and I ought to wrap my mantle round me, and 
lie, if dark, silent also. But, alas, I have wasted 
almost all yoiu' poor sheet first ! — 

Miss Fuller came duly as you announced ; was 
welcomed for your sake and her own. A high- 
Hoaring, clear, enthusiast soul ; in whose speech 
there is much of all that one wants to find in 
speech. A sharp, subtle intellect too; and less 
of that shoreless Asiatic dreaminess than I have 
sometimes met with in her writings. We liked 
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one another very well, I think, and the Springs too 
were favorites. But, on the whole, it could not be 
concealed, least of all from the sharp female intel- 
lect, that this Carlyle was a dreadfully heterodox, 
not to say a dreadfully savage fellow, at heart ; be- 
lieving no syllable of all tliat Gospel of Fraternity, 
Benevolence, and new Heaven-on-Earth, preached 
forth by all manner of " advanced " creatures, from 
Geoi^ Sand to Elihu Burritt, in these days ; that 
in fact the said Carlyle not only disbelieved all 
that, but treated it as poisonous cant, — »weetne»s 
of &ugar-of-lcad, — a detestable phogpHorescence 
from the dead body of a Chi-istianity, that would 
not admit itself to be dead, and lie buried with all 
its unspeakable putrescences, as a venerable dead 
one ought ! — Surely detestable enough. — To all 
which Margaret listened with much good natnre ; 
though of course with sad reflections not a few.' — 
She is coming back to ua, she promises. Her dia- 
lect is very vernacular, — extremely exotic in the 
London climate. If she do not gravitate too ir- 
resistibly towards that class of New-Era people 
(which includes whatsoever we have of prurient, 



• Hisa FuUer'8 impressions of Carijle, much to this effect, may 
Ije found in tha " Memoirfl of Margaret Fuller Oaaoli," BMton, 
1853, Vol. II. pp. 184-190. 
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esurient, morbid, filmsy, and in fact pitiable and 
unprofitable, and is at a, sad discount among men 
of sense), she may get into good tracks of inquiry 
and connection bere, and l>e very useful to berself 
and others. I could not show her Alfred (iie has 
been here since) nor Landor : but surely if I can I 
will, — that or a hundred times as much as that, — 

when she returns. They tell me you are about 

collecting your Poems. Well, though I do not ap- 
prove of rhyme at all, yet it is impossible Emerson 
in rhyme or prose can put down any thought that 
was in his heart but I should wish to get into 
mine. So let me have the Book as fast as may be. 
And do others like it if you will take circumbend- 
ibuses for sound's sake ! And excuse the Critic 
who seems to you so unmusical ; and say, It is the 

nature of beast ! Adieu, dear Friend : write 

to me, write to me. 

Yours ever, 

T. Carlylb. 



^lerson to CarlgU. 



EMERSON TO CAELTLE. 

CoKCORD, 31 Jsnnaiy, 1847. 

Mt deah Cabltle, — Your letter came with a 

tblessing last week. I bad already learned from 

Uargarct Fuller, at Paris, that you had been very 

good and gentle to her ; — brilliant and prevailing, 

of course, but, I inferred, had actually restrained 

the ToUeys and modulated the thunder, out of true 

courtesy and goodness of nature, which was worthy 

of all praise in a spoiled conqueror at tiiia time of 

L day. Especially, too, she expressed a true recogni- 

Ition and love of Jane Carlyle ; and thus her visit 

roved a solid satisfaction ; to me, also, who think 

lat few people have so well earned their pleasures 

I she. 

She wrote mc ft long letter ; she has been very 
lappy in England, and her time and strength fully 
employed. Her description of you and your dis- 
course (whicli I read with lively curiosity also) was 
the best I have had on that subject. 

1 tried hard to write you by the December ■ 



148 



Emerson to Carl,i/le. 



Bteamer, to tell you how forward was my book of 
Poems ; but a little affair makes me much writing. 
1 chanced to have tliree or four items of busiueas 
to despatch, wlien the steamer was ready to go, 
and you escaped hearing of them. I am the 
trustee of Charles Lane, wlio came out here with 
Alcott aud bought laud, which, though suld, is not 
paid for. 

Somebody or somebodies in Liverpool and Man- 
chester' have proposed once or twice, with more 
or lees spccificatloD, that I should come to those 
cities to lecture. And who knows but I may come 
one day ? Steam is strong, and Liverpool is near. 
I should find my account in the strong inducoF 
ment of a new audionco to finish pieces which 
have laiu waiting with little hope for montba or 
years. 

Ah then. If I dared, I should bo well coiif 
tent to add some golden hours to my life in seo* 
ing yoii. now all full-grown and acknowledged 
amidst your own people, — to hear and to speak 
is so little yet so much. But life is dangerous 



■ Hr. AlBxandrr Irelknd, vho had made the ■cijiiuntaiica of 
Emetwm at Eilinburgh, in 1333, wu bU Maiii.-lu3itGr camapondcnt 
BU rDsmorial Taluma on Emerson contains an interesting record o( , 
their relabona. 
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nd delicate. I should like to see jour solid Eog- 

ind. The map of Britain ia good reading for 

Then I have a very ignorant lore of pio- 

mres, and a curiosity about the Greek statues 

■fend stumps in the British Museum. So beware 

M>f me, for on that distant day when I get ready 

[ shall come. 

Long before this time you ought to have received 

rem Jolin Chapman a copy of Smerson'g Poema, 

' called, which he was directed to send you. 

Poor man, you need not open them. I know all 

jrou can say. I printed them, not because I was 

leceived into a belief that they were poems, but 

1 of the softness or hardness of heart of 

many friends here who have made it a point to 

have them circulated.' Once baring sot out to 

orint, I obeyed the Holicitations of John Chapman, 

an Ul-omcncd street in London, to send him 

! book in manuscript, for tlie better securing of 

(pyright. In printing them liere I have corrected 

most luipardonable negUgeuces, which negli- 

mcea must be all stereotyped under his fair 



* In ths rough dnft the following aentenoe eomea in bere ; 

pi Nchott mj'si'lr a good beginning of a poet, Tery urgent and 

icided in my bunt, and in eoiue coroing milUnni rim 1 ahall yet 
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London covers aud gilt paper to the eyes of any ] 
curious London reader ; from wliich recollection l 
I strive to turn away. 

Little and Brown liave just rendered me an ac- 
count, by wbicli it appears that we are not quite 
80 well off as was thought last summer, when they 
said thoy had sold at auction the balance of your , 
books which had been lying unsold. It soei 
now that the books supposed to be sold were i 
not all taken, and are returned to them ; one 
hundred Chartism, sixty-three Past and Present. 
Yet we are to have some eighty-three dollars 
(^83.68), which you shall probably have by the 
next steamer. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. W. Emebson. 



cxvm. 

CABLYLE TO EMEB80N. 



Chelsea, London, 2 March, 1817. 
Dear Emerson, — Tlie Steamer goes to-morrow ; 
I must, though in a very dim condition, have a little 
word for you conveyed by it. In the miacellaneous 
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maw of that strange Steamer sliall lie, among other 
things, a friendly word.' 

Your very kind Letter lay waiting me here, some 
ten days ago ; doubly welcome after 80 long a 
Bileuce. We had been in Hampaliire, with the 
Bai'ings, where we were last year; — some four 
weeks or more; totally idle: our winter had been, 
and indeed still is, unusually severe; my Wife's 
health in coHsequenco was sadly deranged ; but 
this idleness, these Isle-of-Wight aea-breezes, have 
brought matters well round again ; so we cannot 
grudge the visit or tlie idleness, which otherwise 
too might have its uses. Alas, at this time my 
normal state is to bo altogctlier idle, to look out 
npon a very lonely universe, full of grim sorrow, 
full of splendor too ; and not to know at all, for 
the moment, on what side I am to attack it again ! 
— I read your Book of Poems all faithfully, at Bay 
House (our Hampshire quarters) ; where the ob- 
stinate people, — with whom you are otiierwise, in 
prose, a first favorite, — foolishly refused to let me 
road aloud ; foolishly, for I would have made it 
mostly all plain by commentary : — so I had to 
read for myself ; and can say, in spite of my hard- 
hearteducsa, I did gaiu, though under impedimenta, 
a real satisfaction and some tone of the Eternal 
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Melodies sounding, afai' off, ever and anon, in mj 
ear ! Tliis is fact ; a truth in Natural History ; 
from which you are welcome to draw inferei 
A grand View of the UniverHe, everywhere the sound 
(unhappily far off, as it were) of a valiant, genuine 
Human Soul ; this, even under rliyme, is a satisfac- 
tion worth some struggling for. But indeed yoa 
are very perverse ; and through this perplexed «n- 
diaphanous element, you do not fall on me like 
radiant summer rainbows, like floods of sunlight, 
but with thin piercing radiances which affect me 
like the light of the utart. It is so : I wish you 
would become concrete, and write in prose tlie 
straightcat way ; but under any form I must put 
up witli you ; that is my lot, — Chapman's edition, 
as you probably know, is very beautiful. I believe 
there are enough of ardent silent seekers in Eng- 
land to buy up this edition from him, and reso- 
lutely study the same : as for the review multitude, 
they dare not exactly call it " unintelligible moon- 
shine," and BO will probably hold their tongue. It 
is my fixed opinion that we are all at sea as to 
what is called Poetry, Art, Ac, in these times; 
laboring under a dreadful incubus of TradUvm^ 
and mere " Cant heaped balefully on us up to the 
very Zenith," as men, in nearly all other provinces 
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of their Lifp, except perhaps the railway province, 
do now labor aiid stagger ; — in a word, that Goethe- 
and-Schiller's " Kumt " has far more brotherhood 
with Pusey-aiid-Ncwmau's Sliovdhattery, and other 
the like deplorable phenomena, than it is in the 
least aware of ! I beg yon take warning : I am 
more serious in this than you suppose. But no, 
you will not ; you whistle lightly over my prophe- 
cies, and go your owni stiff-necked road. Unfortu- 
nate man ! — 

I had read in the Newspapers, and oven heard in 
speech from Manchester people, tliat you were cer- 
tainly comuig this very summer to lecture among 
us: but now it seems, in your Letter, all postponed 
into the vague again. 1 do not personally know 
your Jlanchcstcr negotiators, but I know in gen- 
eral that they are men of respectability, insight, 
and acti^-ity ; much connected with the lecturing 
department, which is a very growing one, especially 
in Laucashirc, at present ; — men likely, for the 
rest, iofuJjU whatsoever they may become engaged 
for to you. My own ignorant though conlident 
guess, moreover, is, that you would, in all senses of 
the word, succeed tliere ; I think, also rather confi- 
dently, we could promise you an audience of Brit- 
ish aristocracy in London here, — and of British 
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commonalty all manner of audiences that jou liked 
to stoop to. I heard an ignorant blockhead (or 

mainly so) called bow-wowing here, 

aomc montha ago, to an audience of several thou* 
Bands, in the City, one evening, — upon Universal 
Peace, or some other field of balderdash ; which 
the poor people Beemed very patient of. In a word, 
1 do not see what is to hinder you to come when- 
ever f/ou can resolve upon it. The adventure is 
perfectly promising: an adventure familiar to you 
withal ;.for Lecturing is with us fundamentally just 
what it is with you : Much prurient curiosity, with 
Bomo ingenuous love of wisdom, an element of real 
reverence for the same : everywhere a perfect open- 
ness to any man speaking in any measure things 
manful. Come, tlierefore; gird yourself together, 
and come. With little or no peradventure, you 
will realize what your modest hope is, and more; 
— and I, for my share of it, shall see you once 
again under tliis Sun ! Heavens, there might be 
some good in that ! Nay, if you will travel like a 
private quiet person, who knows but I, the most 
milocomotivo of mortals, might be able to escort 
you up and down a little ; to look at many a thing 
along with you, and even to open my long-closed 
heart and speak about the same ? — There ia a 
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epare-room always iu this House for you, — in this 
heart, in these two hearta, the like : bid me hope iQ 
this enterprise, iu all mauncr of ways where I can j 
and on the whole, get it rightly put together, and 
embark on it, and arrive ! 

The good Miss Fuller has painted as all en beau, 
and your smiling imagination has added new col- 
ors. We have not a triumphant life here ; very 
far indeed from that, ach Qott ! — as you shall see. 
But Margaret is an csceUeut soul : in real regard 
with both of us hero. Since she went, I have been 
reading some of her Papers iu a new Book we have 
got ; greatly superior to all I knew before ; iu fact 
the undeniable utterances (now first undeuiabie to 
me) of a true heroic mind; — altogether unique, 
80 far as I know, amoug the Writing Women of 
this generation ; raie enough too, God knoTs, 
amoug the writing Men. Slie is very narrow, some- 
times ; hut she is truly high : honor to Margaret, 
and more and more good-speed to her. — Adiesi, 
dear Emerson. I am ever yours, 

T. C. 
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CABLTLE TO EUER30N. 

Chelsea, 18 March, 1847. 
Dear EuersOn, — Yesterday morning, setting 
out to breakfast with Richard Miloes (Milues's 
bre&kfast ia a thing jou will yet hare to experi- 
ence) I met, by the sunny shore of the Thames, a 
benevolent Son of Adam in hluc coat and red collar, 
who thrust into my hand a Letter from you, A 
truly miraculous Sou of Adam in red collar, in the 
Saony Spring Morning ! — The Bill of Seventeen 
Pounds is already far on its way to Diunfries, there 
to be kneaded into gold by t!ie due artists : to-day 
is American Post-day; and already in huge hurry 
about many things, I am scribbling you some 
word of answer. .... The night before Milnee's 
morning, I had furthermore seen your Manchester 
Correspondent, Ireland, — an old Edlnborough ac- 
quaintance too, as I found. A solid, dark, broad, 
rather heavy man ; full of energy, and broad saga- 
city and practicality ; — infinitely well affected to 
the man Emerson too. It was our clear opinion that 
you might come at any time with ample assurance of 
" succeeding," so far as wages went, and otherwise ; 
that you ought to come, and must, and would, — 
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as he, Ireland, would farther write to you. There 
ia only one thing I have to add of ray own, and beg 
you to bear in mind, — a date merely. Videlicet, 
That the time for lecturing to tlie London West- 
End, I waa given everywhere to underetand, \&from 
the latter end of April (or Bay April altogether) to 
the end of May : this is a fixed Statistic fact, all 
men told me : of this you are in all arrangements 
to keep mind. For it will actually do your heart 
good to look into the faces, and speak into minds, 
of really Aristocratic Persons, — being one your- 
self, you Sinner, — and perhaps indeed this will bo 
the greatest of all the novelties that await you in 
your voyage. Not to be sceu, I believe, at least 
never seen by me in any perfection, except in Lon- 
don only. From April to the end of May ; during 
those weeks you must be here, and free : remember 
that date. Will you come in Winter then, next 
Winter, — or when? Ireland professed to know 
you by the Photograph too ; which I never yet can. 

I wrote by last Packet : enough here. Your 

friend Cunningham has not presented liimself; 
shall be right welcome when he does, — as all that 
in the least belong to you may well hope to be. 
Adieu. Our love to you ail. 

Ever Yours, 

T. Caeltlb. 
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EMEESON TO CARLYLE. 



Concord, 30 April, 1847. 
Mt dear Caeltle, — I have two good letters 
from you, and until now you have had no acknowl- 
edgment. Especially I ought to have told you how 
much pleasure your noble mvitation in March gave 
me. This pleasing dream of goiug to England 
dances before me sometimes. It would be, I then 
fancy, that stimulation which my capricious, lan- 
guid, and langueacent study needs. At home, no 
man makes any proper demand on mc, and the au- 
dience I address is a handful of mcu and women 
too widely scattered than that they can dictate to 
me that which they are justly entitled to say. 
Whether supercilious or respectful, they do not say 
anything that can he heard. Of course, I have only 
myself to please, and my work is slighted as soon 
as it has lost its first attraction. It is to be hoped, 
if one should cross the sea, that the terror of your 
English culture would scare tlio most desultory of 
Yankees into precision and fidelity ; and perhaps I 
am not yet too old to bo animated by what would 
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havB seemed to ray youth a proud privilege. If 
you shall frigbt me iuto labor and concenti"ation, I 
shall win my game ; for I can well afford to pay 
any price to get my work well done. For the rest, 
I hesitate, of course, to rush rudely on persona 
that have been so long invisible angels to me. No 
reasonable man but must hold these bounds in 
awe: — I — much more, — who am of a solitary 
habit, from my childliood until now, — I hear 
nothing again from Mr. Ireland. So I will let the 
English Voyage hang as an afternoon rainbow in 
the East, and mind my apples and pears for the 
present. 

Tou are to know that in these days I lay out a 
patch of orchard near my house, very much to the 
improvement, as all the household altirm, of our 
homestead. Tliough I have little skill in these 
things, and must borrow that of my neighbors, 
yet the works of the garden and orchard at this 
season are fascinating, and will eat up days and 
weeks, and a brave scholar should shun it like gam- 
bling, and take refuge in cities and hotels from 
these pernicious enchantments. For the present, I 
stay in the new orcliard. 

Duyckinck, a literary man in New Tork, who 
advises Wiley and Putnam in their publishing en- 



i6o 



Carli/le io Emerson. 



terprises, wrote me lately, that they had $600 for 
you, from Cromwell. So may it be. 

Yours, 

R. W. E. 



CARLTLE TO EMEKSON. 

Chelsea, 18 May, lUT. 
Dear Emerson, — .... My time i.s nearly np to- 
day ; but I write a word to acknowledge your last 
Letter (30 April), aui various other things. For 
example, you must tell Mr. Thoreau (is that the ex- 
act name ? for I have lent away the printed pages) 
that his Philadelphia Magazine with the Lecture^ 
in two pieces was faithfully delivered here, about a 
fortnight ago; aud caiefully read, as beseemed, with 
due entertainment and recognition. A vigorous Mr. 
Thoreau, — who has formed himself a good deal 
upon one Emerson, but does not want abundant Gro 
and stamina of his own; — recognizes us, and vari- 
ous other things, in a most admiring great-hearted 
maimer ; for which, as for part of the confused voice 

' On Carljle, published in Gmliam't ilagminc in March and 
April, 1S17. 
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from the jury-bos (not yet summed into a verdict, 
nor likely to be summed till Doomsday, nor needful 
to Bum), the poor prisoner at the bar may justly 
express himself tliauldul ! In plain prose, I lilie 
Mr. Tlioreau very well ; and liope yet to hear good 
and bettor news of him : — only let liim not " turn 
to foolishness " ; which seems to me to be terribly 
easy, at present, both in New England and Old! 
May the Lord deliver us all from Cant; may the 
Lord, whatever else bo do or forbear, teach us to 
look Facts iioiiestly in tlie face, and to beware (with 
a kind of shudder) of smearing them over with our 
despicable and damnable palaver, into irrecogiiiza- 
bility, and so fahify'm^ the Lord's own Gospels to 
his unhappy blockheads of children, all stagger- 
ing down to Oehenna and the everlasting Swine's- 
trougli for want oi Gospels. — Heaven, it is the 
most accursed sin of man ; and done everywhere, at 
present, on the streets and high places, at noonday ! 
Very seriously I say, and pray as my chief orison, 
Moy the Lord deliver us from it. 

About a week ago there came your neighbor 
Hoar; a solid, sensible, effectual-looking man, of 
vfaom I hope to see mucli more. So soon as possi- 
ble I got him under way for Oxford, where I sup- 
pose he was, last week ; — both Universities was too 

VOL. II. II 
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much for the limits of his time; so lie preferred 
Oxford ; — and now, this very day, I think, he waa 
to Bet out for the Continent ; not to return till the 
beginning of July, when he promisea to call here 
Of^in. Tlierc was something really pleasant to me 
in this Mr. Hoar: and I had innumerable things to 
ask him about Concord, concerning which topic we 
had hardly got a word said when our first interview 
had to end. I sincerely hope he will not fail to 
keep his time in returning. 

You do very well, my Friend, to plant orchards ; 
and fair fruit shall they grow (if it please Ileaven) 
for your grandchildren to pluck ; — a beautiful oc- 
cupation for the son of man, in all patriarchal and 
paternal times (wliich latter are patriarchal t«o)! 
But you are to understand withal that your coming 
hither to lecture is taken as a settled point by all 
your friends here ; and for my sliare I do not reckon 
upon the smallest doubt about the essential fact of 
it, simplyon some calculation and adjustment about 
the circumstantials. Of Ireland, who I surmise is 
busy in the problem even now, you will hear by and 
by, probably in more definite terms : I did not see 
him again after my first notice of him to you ; but 
there is no doubt concerning his determinations 
(for all manner of reasons) to get you to Lanca- 
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shire, to England; — and in fact it ia an adven- 
ture which I think you ought to contemplate as 
fixed, — aay for this year and the beginning of 
next t Ireland will help you to fix the dates ; and 
there is nothing else, I think, wliich ahould need 
fixing. — Unquestionably you would get an immense 
quautity of food for ideas, though perhaps not at all 
in the way you anticipate, in looking about among 
us: nay, if you even thought us etiipid, there is 
something in the godlike indifference with which 
London will accept aud sanction even that verdict, 
— sometbiug highly instructive at least! And in 
short, for the truth must be told, London is prop- 
erly t/our Mother City too, — verily you liave about 
as mnch to do with it, in spite of Polk and Q. 
Victory, as I had! And you ought to come and 
look at it, bcyoud doubt ; and say to this land, 
" Old Mother, how are you getting on at all ? " To 
which the Mother will answer, " Thankee, young 
son, and you?" — in a way useful to both par- 
ties ! That is truth. 

Adieu, dear Emerson ; good be with you always. 
Hoar gave me your American Poems: thanks. Vale 
et me ama. 

T. Carltle. 
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EMERSOM TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 4 June, 1S47. 

Dear Carltlb, — I have just got your friendliest 
letter of May 18, with its varied uews aud new in- 
vitationa. Really you are a dangerous correspond- 
ent with your solid aud urgent ways of speaking. 
No affairs aud no studies of mine, I fear, will bo 
able to make any Iiead against these bribes. Well, 
I will adorn the brow of the coming months with 
this fine hope ; then if the rich God at last refuses 
the jewel, no doubt he will give something better — 
to both of US. But thinking on this project lately, 
I see one thing plainly, that I must not come to 
London as a lecturer. If the plan proceed, I will 
come and see you, — thankful to ll^ven for that 
mercy, should such a romance-looking reality come 
to pass, — I will come and see you and Jane Car- 
lyle, and will hear what you have to say. You 
shall even show me, if you will, such other men 
and women as will suffer themselves to be seen 
and heard, asking for nothing again. Then I will 
depart iu peace, as I came. 

At Mr. Ireland's " Institutes," I will read lee- 
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turps ; and possibly in London too, if, wlicii tliere, 
you looking with your clear eyes shall say that it ia 
desired by persons who ought to be gratified. But 
I wish such lecturing to be a mere contingency, 
and nowise a settled purpose. I had rather stay 
at home, and forego the happiness of seeing you, 
and the excitement of England, than to havo the 
smallest pains taken to collect an audience for me. 
So now we will leave this egg in the desert for the 
OBtrich Time to hatch it or not. 

It seems you are not tired of pale Americans, or 
will not own it. You have sent our Country-Senator 1 
where he wanted to go, and to the best hospitalities 
as we learn to-day directly from him. I cannot 
avoid sending you another of a different stamp. 
Henry Hedge is a recluse but Catholic scholar in 
our remote Bangor, who reads German and smokes 
in his solitary study through nearly eight months 
ot snow in the year, and deals out, every Sunday, 
his witty apothegms to the lumber-merchants and 
township-owners of Penobscot River, who have ac- 
tually grown intelligent interpreters of his riddles 
by long hearkening after them. They have sliown 
themselves very loving and generous lately, in mak- 
ing a quite munificent provision for his travelling, 
I Tlia Hon. E. Rockwood Hoar. 
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Hedge has a true aiid mellow heart, .... and I 
hope you will like him. 

I have aecii lately a Texan, ardent and vigorous, 
who assured mc that Carljle's Writings were read 
with eagerness on the banks of the Colorado. There 
was more to tell, but it is too late. 
Ever joura, 

E. W. ElIEItSON. 



EMERSON TO CAKLYLE. 

CoNCOBD, SI July, 1M7. 

Dear Carltle, — In my old v^ I am coming to 
see you. I have written this day, in answer to 
sundry letters brought me by the last steamer, 
from Mr. Ireland and Mr. Hudson of Leeds, that I 
mean in good earnest to sail for Liverpool or for 
London about the Urat of October ; and I am dis- 
posing my astonished household — astonished at 
such a somerset of the sedentary master — with 
that ricw. 

My brother William was here this week from 



Umeraon to Cuil^le. 



167 



New York, and will come again to carry my mother 
home with liira for the wiuter ; my wife and chil- 
dren three are combiuiug for and against me ; at 
all events, I am to have my visit. I pray you to 
cherish your good nature, your mercy. Let your 
wife cherish it, — that I may see, I indolent, this 
incredible worker, whose toil has been long since 
my pride and wonder, — that I may see him benign 
and unexacting, — he shall not be at the crisis of 
some over-labor. I shall not stay but an hour. 
What do I care for his fame ? Ah ! how gladly I 
hoped once to ace Sterling as mediator and amal- 
gam, when my turn should come to sec the Saxon 
gods at home: Sterling, who had certain American 
qualities in liis genius ; — and now you send me his 
ehade. I foimd at Munroe'a shop tlie effigy, which, 
he said, Cunningham, wliom I have not seen or 
heard from, had left there for me ; a front face, and 
a profile, both — especially the first — a very wel- 
come satisfaction \a my sad curiosity, the face very 
national, certainly, but how thoughtful and how 
friendly! What more belongs to this print — 
whetlier you are editing his books, or yourself 
drawing his lineaments — I know not. 

I find my friends have laid out much work for 
me in Yorkshire and Lancashire. WhsX port of it 
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I shall do, I cannot yet fell. As soon ae I know 
liow to arrange my journey best, I shall write you 
again. 

Yours affectionately, 

R. W. Emersos. 



CABLYLE TO EMEBSON. 

Rawt>ox, kras Leeds, Yorkshire, 

81 Aiigmt, 1847. 

Dear Emerson, — Almost ever siuce your last 
Letter reached me, I have been wandering over 
the country, enveloped either in a restless whirl 
of locomotives, view-hunting, £c., or sunk in the 
deepest torpor of total idleness and laziness, — 
forgetting, and striving to forget, that there was 
any world but that of dreams ; — and tliough at 
intervals the reproachful remembrance has arisen 
sharply enough on me, that I ought, on all ac- 
counts high and low, to have written you an answer, 
never till to-day have I been able to take pen in 
hand, and actually begin that operation ! Such is 
the naked fact. My Wife is with me ; wo leave no 
household behind us but a servant; the face of 
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England, with ita mad electioneerings, vacant tour- 
ist dilettanteiuga, witli its shady woods, green- 
yellow haivest-fields and dingy mill-chimneys, so 
new and old, so beautiful and ugly, every way bo 
abstruse and u/ispcakable, invites to silence ; the 
whole world, fruitful yet disf^uating to this human 
soul of mine, invites me to silence; to sleep, and 
dreams, and stagnant indifference, as if for the time 
one had ffot into the country of the Lotos-Eaters, and 
it made no matter what became of anything and all 
things. In good truth, it is a weaned man, at least 
a dreadfully slothful and slumberous man, eager 
for sleep in any quantity, that now addresses you! 
Be thankful for a few lialf-drcamiiig words, till we 
awako again. 

As to your visit to na, there is but one thing to 
be said and repeated : That a prophet's chamber is 
ready for you in Chelsea, and a brotherly and sisterly 
velcome, on whatever day at whatever hour you 
arrive: this, which is all of the Practical that I can 
properly take charge of, is to be considered a given 
quantity always. With regard to Lecturing, Ac, 
Ireland, with whom I suppose you to be in corre- 
spondence, seems to have awakened all this North 
Country into the fixed hope of hearing you, — and 
God knows they have need enough to hear a man 
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with Bensein his head; — itwaa but the other day I 
read iu one of their Newepapera, " We understand 
that Mr. Emerson the distinguished &c. is certainly 
&c. tliis winter," all in due Newspaper phrase, and I 
think they settled your arrival for " October " next. 
May it prove so I But on the whole there w no 
doubt of your coming ; that is a great fact. And 
if 80, 1 should say, Why not come at once, even as 
the Editor surmises ? Tou will evidently do no 
other conBideiable cnterijrise till this voyage to 
England is achieved. Come therefore; — and we 
shall sec ; we shall hear and speak ! I do not 
know another man in all the world to wltom I can 
epeak with clear hope of getting adequate response 
from him : if 1 speak to you, it will he a breaking 
of my silence for tiie last time perhajia, — perhaps 
for the first time, on some points ! AUont. I shall 
not always be so roadweary, lifeweary, sleepy, and 
stony as at present. I even tliink there is yet an- 
other Book in me ; *' Exodus from Iloundsditcb " 
{I think it might be called), a peeling off of fetid 
Jewkood in every sense from myself and ray i>oor 
bewildered brethren : one otiier Book ; and, if it 
were a right one, rest after that, the deeper the 
better, forevcrmore. Ach Qott ! — 

Iledge is one of the sturdiest little fellows I liave 
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come across for many a day. A face like a rock ; 
a Toicc like a howitzer; only his honest kind gray 
eyea reassure you a little. We have met only once ; 
but hope (mutually, I flatter myBclf) it may be of- 
ten by and by. That hardy little fellow too, what 
has he to do with " Semitic tradition " and the 
"dust-hole of extinct Socinianism," George-Saud- 
ism, and the Twaddle of a thousand Magazines ? 
Thor and his Hammer, even, seem to me a little 
more respectable ; at least, " My dear Sir, en- 
deavor to clear your mind of Cant." Oh, we are 
all tunk, much deeper tlian any of us im^ines. 
And our worship of " beautiful sentiments," &c., 
&Q. is aa contemptible a form of long-ears as any 
other, perhaps tlie most so of any. It is in fact 
damnable. — We will say no more of it at present. 
Hedge came to me with tall lank Chapman at his 
side, — an innocent flail of a creature, with con- 
siderable impetus in him : the two when they stood 
up together looked like a circle and tangent, — in 
more senses thau one, 

Jacobson, the Oxford Doctor, who welcomed 
your Concord Senator in that City,- writes to me 
fcat he bas received (with bliishes, Ac.) some grand 
" Gift for his Child " from tliat Traveller ; whom I 
am accordingly to tbauk, and blush to, — Jacobson 
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not knowing his address at present. Tho " ad- 
dress " of course is still more unknown to nt« at 
present : but we shall kuow It, and the man it in- 
dicates, I hope, again before long. So much lor 
that. 
And now, dear Emerson, Adieu. Will your next 

Letter tell ub the when f my Friend ! 

We are here with Quakers, or Ex-Quakers rather ; 
a very curious people, " like water from the crystal 
well " ; in a very curious country too, most beauti- 
ful and very ugly : but why write of it, or of any- 
thing more, while half asleep and lotoa-eating ! 
Adieu, my Friend ; come soon, and let ua meet 
again under this Sun. Yours, 

T. Cablvle. 



cxxv. 

EMKRSON TO CABLYLE. 



ID, 30 Sepceiober, ISt7. 
Mt DE4R Caultle, — Tlic last steamer brought, 
as ever, gooit tidings from you, though certainly 
from a new habitat, at Leeds, or near it. If Leeds 
will only keep you a little in its precinct, I will 
search for you there ; for it is one of the parishes 
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in the diocese which Mr, Ireland and his friends 
have carved out for me on the map of England. 

I have taken a berth in the packet-ship " Wash- 
ington Irving," which leaves Boston for Liverpool 
next week, 5 October ; having decided, after a little 
demnrring and advising, to follow my inclination in 
ghmining the steamer. The owners will almost 
take oath tliat their ship cannot be out of a port 
twenty days. At Liverpool and Manchester 1 shall 
take advice of Irolaud and hia officers of the " In- 
stitutes," and perhaps shall remain for some time 
in that region, if my courage and my head are 
equal to the work tliey offer me. I will write you 
what befalls me in the strange city. Who knows 
but I may have adveutures — I who had never 
one, as I have just had occasiou to write to Mrs. 
Howitt, who inquired what mine were 1 

Well, if I survive Liverpool, and Manchester, 
and Leeds, or rather my errands thither, I shall 
come some fine day to see you in your burly city, 
yon in the centre of the world, and sun me a 
little in your British heart. It seems a lively 
passage that I am catering in the old Dream 
World, and perhaps the slumbers are lighter and 
the Morning is near. Softly, dear shadows, do not 
scatter yet. Knit your panorama close and well, 
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till tlieso rare figures just before me draw near, and 

are greeted and known. 

But tlicre is no more time in tliis late night — 
and vhat need 1 aince I eliall see you and yours 
soon. 

Ever yours, 

R. W. E. 



CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 15 OcloVr, 1847. 
Mt dear Embrbos, — Your Letter from Concord, 
of the Slst of July, had arrived duly in London; 
been duly forwarded to my transient address at 
Buxton in Derbyshire, — and there, by the faithless 
Postmaster, retained among his lumber, instead of 
given to me when I called on him ! We staid in 
Buxton only one day and night ; two Newspapers, 
as I recollect, the Postmaster did deliver to me on 
my demand ; but your Letter he, with scandalous 
careleagiiess, kept back, and left me to travel for- 
wards without : there accordingly it lay, week after 
week, for a month or more ; aud only by half-acci- 
dent and the extraordinary diligence and accuracy 
of our Cliclsea Postman, was it recovered at all, 
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not many days ago, after my Wife's return hither. 
Consider what kind of fact this was and has been 
for 118 ! For now, if all have gone right, you are 
spproacliing tlie coaat of England ; Chelsea and 
your fraternal House hidden under a disastrouB 
cloud to you ; and I know not so much as whither- 
ward to write, and send you a word of solution. It 
is one of the most unpleasant mistakes that ever 
befell me ; I hare no resource but to enclose this 
Note to Mr. Ireland, and charge him by the strong- 
est adjurations to havo it ready for you the first 
thing when you set foot upon our shores.' 

Know then, my Friend, that in verity your Home 
while in England is here; and all other places, 
whither work or amusement may call you, are but 
inns and temporary lodgings. I have returned 
hither a day or two ago, and free from any urgent 
calls or businesses of any kind ; my Wife has your 
room all ready ; — and here surely, if anywhere in 
the wide Earth, there ought to be a brother's wel- 
come and kind home waiting you ! Yes, by Allah ! 

' Mr. Ireland, in liia Recollrctiona of Emerson's Visit to England, 
p. S9, priuta Carlyle's nolB t« himself, rac!o«ing tbis letter, — and 
■dda : ' ' Tlie ship reached Lirerpool on the 32d of October, and Hr. 
Emenon at once prt>ceeded to Manchester. After spending a few 
hoars in friendly talk, he iraa ' shot np,' as Carlyls had deuTtd, to 
Chelsra, and at the end of a veok retorncd to Maachester, to begin 
hia lectures." 
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— An " Express Train " leaves Liverpool 
afternoon ; and in some six hours will set 
down here. I know not what your engagements 
are ; but I say to rayscU, Wby not come at 
and rest a little from your sea-changes, before 
going farther ? In six hours you can be out of 
tlie unstable waters, and sitting in your own room 
here. You shall not be bothered with talk till you 
repose ; and you shall have plenty of it, hot and 
hot, wlieu the appetite does arise in you. " No. 5 
Great Cheyne Row, Chelsea " : come to the " Lon- 
don Terminus," from any side; say these magic 
words to any Cabman, and by night or by day you 
are a welcome apparition hero, — foul befall us 
otherwise ! This is the fact : what more can I 
say ? I make my affidavit of the same ; and require 
you in the name of all Lares and Penates, and 
Household Gods ancient and modern which are 
sacred to men, to consider it and take brotherly 
account of it ! — 

Shall we hear of you, then, in a day or two ; 
shall we not perhaps see you in a day or two I 
That dei>cnds on the winds and the chances; but 
our affection is indcijcndcnt of such. Adieu ; au 
revoir, it now is ! Corac soon ; come at onco. 
Ever yours, 

T. Cabltle. 



every ^H 

you ^1 

^ments ^| 

, ^1 

before ^B 
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EXTRACTS FROM EMERSON'S DIASY, 
October, 1817. 
"I found at Liverpool, after a couple of days, a 
letter which had been seeking me, from Carlyle, 
addressed to ' R. W. E. on the instant when he 
lands in England,' conveying the heartiest welcome 
and urgent invitation to houso and hearth. And 
finding that I should not be wanted for a week 
in tlio Lecture-rooms I came down to London on 
Monday, and, at ten at night, the door waa opened 
by Jane Carlyle, and the man Limseli waa behind 
her with a lamp in tlie hall. They were very lit- 
tle changed from their old selves of fourteen years 
ago (in August), when I left them at Craigenput- 
tock. 'Well,' said Carlyle, ' here we are shovelled 
together again.' The floodgates of his talk are 
quickly opened, and the river ia a plentiful stream. 
We had a wide talk that night until nearly one 
o'clock, and at breakfast no."tt morning again. At 
noon or later we walked forth to Hyde Park and 
tlie Palaces, about two miles from here, to the 
National Gallery, and to the Strand, Carlyle melt- 
ing all Westminster and London into his talk and 
laughter, as he goes. Here, in hia house, we'break- 
fast about nine, and Carlyle is very prone, his wife 
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Bays, to sleep till ten or eleven, if he liaa no com- 
pany. An immense talker, and altogether as ex- 
traordinary in that as in hie writing ; 1 think, even 
more 80 ; you will never discover his real vigor and 
range, or how much more he might do than ho has 
ever done, without seeing lurn. My few hours' dis- 
conrse with him, long ago, in Scotland, gave me not 
enough knowledge of htm ; and I hare now at last 
been taken by Burpriee by him." 

" C. and his wife live on beautiful terms. Their 
ways are very engaging, and, in her bookcase, all 
his books aro inscribed to her, as they came from 
year to year, each with some significant lines." 

<* I had a good talk with G, last night. He says 
over and over, for months, for years, the same 
thing. Tet his guiding genius is his moral sense, 
his perception of tlie sole importance of truth 
and justice ; and he, too, says that tliere is prop- 
erly no religion in England. He is quite con- 
temptuous about ' Kuntt^ also, in Germans, or 
English, or Americans ; ^ and has a huge respect for 

1 Sea ^nglxA TraiU, Ch. XVI.; and Life of Strrling, Part II. 
Ch. VII, "Among tLe iriady gnspels s'ldreased to oar poor ctQ- 
tiu7 then ue (ow louder than iki» of AH. " 
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tiie Dute of Wellington, as the only Englishman, 
or the only one in the Aj-istocracy, who will have 
nothing to do with any manner of lie," 

The following sentences are of later date than 
the preceding : — 

" Carlyle had all the kleinstiidtlich traits of an 
islander and a Scotsman, and reprimanded with 
severity the rebellious instincts of the native of a 
vast continent which made light of the British 
lalands." 

" Carlyle has a hairy strength which makes his 
literary vocation a mere chance, and what seems 
very contemptible to him. I could think only of 
an enormous trip-hammer with an ' iEolian attach- 
ment.' " 

" In Carlyle as in Byron, one is more struck with 
the rhetoric than with the matter. He has manly 
superiority rather tlian intellectuality, and so makes 
good hard hits all the time. There is more charac- 
ter than intellect in every sentence, herein strongly 
resembling 8amuel Johnson." 

" England makes what a step from Dr. Johnson 
to Carlyle ! what wealth of tliought and ecience, 
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what expansion of views and profounder resourceB 
does the genius and performance of this last imply I 
If she can make another step oa large, what 
new ages open ! " 



Mrs. Mabb 



EMEE80N TO CAELTLK 



t, Mancrester, 2 Fenwy Placr, Feitot St.. 
November 5, 1847. 



Ah! my dear friend, all tliese days have gone, 
and you have had no word from me, when the shut- 
tles fly so swiftly in your Eiiglish loom, and in bo 
few hours we may Imve tidings of the best that live. 
At last, and only this day for the first day, I am 
Btablished in my own lodgings on English ground, 
and have a fair parlor and chamhcr, into both of 
which the sun and moon shine, into which friendly 
people have already entered. 

Hitherto I have been the victim of trifles, — 
which is the fate and the chief objection to travel- 
ling. Days are absorbed in precious nothings. But 
now that I am in some sort a citizen, of Manches- 
ter, and also of Liverpool (for there also I am to 
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enter on lodgings to-morrow, at 56 Stafford Street, 
Islington), perhaps the social heart of this English 
world will include mo also in its strong and health- 
ful circulations. I get the best letters from home 
by the last steamers, and was much occupied in Liv- 
erpool yesterday m seeing Dr. Nichol of Glasgow, 
who was to sail in the " Acadia," and in giving him 
credentials to some Americans. I find here a very 
kind reception from your friends, as tliey emphati- 
cally are, — Ireland, Espinasse, Miss Jewshury, Dr. 
Hodgson, and a circle ex]>aikding on all sides ontr 
ward, — and Mrs, Paulet at Liverpool. I am learn- 
ing there also to know friendly faces, and a certain 
Boscoc Club has complimented me with its privi- 
leges. The oddest part of my new position is my 
alarming penny correspondence, which, what with 
welcomes, initiations to lecture, proffers of hospi- 
tality, suggestions from good Swcdenborgists and 
others for my better guidance touching the titles 
of my discourses, &c., Ac, all requiring answers, 
threaten to eat up a day like a cherry. In this fog 
and miscellany, and until the heavenly sun shall 
give me one beam, will not you, friend and joy of so 
many years, send me a quiet line or two now and 
then to say that you still smoke your pipe in peace, 
Bide by side with wife and brother also well and 
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smoking, or able to smoke i Now tliat I have iii 
Bomo measure calmed down the astoiiislimeiit aud 
consternation of seeing your dreams change into 
realities, I mean, at mj next approximation or peri- 
licliun, to behold you with the most serene and 
sceptical calmness. 

So give my thanka and true affectionate remem- 
brance to Jane Cailyle, and my regards also to Dr. 
Carlyle, whose precise addreaa please also to send 

me. 

Ever your loving 

R. W. E. 

Tlio address at the top of this note is the best for 
the present, as I mean to make this my centre. 



CXXVIII. 
CAELTLE TO EMERSON. 

CsELSEA, 13 November, 1847. 
Dear Emebson, — Your Book-parcels were faith- 
fully Bont off, directly after your departure : in 
regard to one of tbem I had a pleasant visit from 
the proprietor in person, — the young Swedenbor- 
gian Doctor, whom to my surprise I found quite 
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an agreeable, accomplished secular young gentle- 
man, much given to " progrcsa of the species," &c., 
&c.; from whom I suppose you have yourself heard. 
The wandering umbrella, still short of an owner, 
hangs upon itB [)cg here, without definite outlook. 
Of yourself there have come news, by your own 
Letter, and by various excerpts from Manchester 
Newspapers, QlUck zu! — 

This Morning I received the Encloaed, and send 
it off to you without farther response. Mudie, if I 
mistake not, is some small Bookseller in the Rus- 
aell-Square region; pray answer him, if you think 
him worthy of answer. A dim suspicion haunts 
me that perliaps he was the Republisher (or Pirate) 
of your first set of E»»ay» : but probably he regards 
this as a mere office of untutored friendship on 
his part. Or possibly I do the jwor man wrong by 
misrcmembrance ? Chapman could tell. 

I am sunk deep here, in effete Manuscripts, in 
abstruse meditations, in confusions old and new; 
sinking, as I may describe myself, through stratum 
after stratum of the Inane, — down to one knows 
not what depth ! I unfortunately belong to the 
Opposition Party in many points, and am in a 
minority of one. To keep silence, therefore, ia 
among tlie principal duties at present. 



i84 



CarlifU to Emerson. 



We had a call from Bancroft, tlie other evening. 
A tougli Yankee man ; of many worthy qualities 
more tough than musical ; among which it grati- 
fied me to find a certain small mider-current of 
genial humor, or as it were hidden laughter, not 
noticed heretofore. 

My Wife and all the rest of ub are well ; and do 
all salute you with our true wishes, and the hope to 
have you here again before long. Do not bother 
yourself with other than voluntary writing to me, 
while there is bo much otherwise that you are 
obliged to write. If ou any point you want adrice, 
information, or other help that lies within the lim- 
its of my strength, command me, now and always. 
And 80 Good be with you ; and a hajtpy meeting 
to UB soon again. 

TouTfl ever truly, 

T. Caeltlb. 



CXXIX. 

CARLYLE TO EMEHSON. 

Chelsea, SO NoveniI)er, 1847. 
Dear Emerson, — Here is a word for you from 
Miss Fuller ; I send you the Cover also, though I 
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think there ia little or nothing in that. It con- 
tained another little Note for Mazzini ; who iB wan- 
dering in foreign parts, on patli» unknown to me 
at preaciit. Pray send my regards to lliaa Fuller, 
when you write. 

We hear of you pretty often, and of your sno 
cesses with the Northern populations. We hope 
for you in London again before long. — I am basy, 
if at all, altogether inarticulately in these days. 
My respect for silence, my distrust of Speech, seem 
to grow upon me. There is a time for hoth, says 
Solomon ; but we, in our poor generation, have for- 
gotten one of the " times." 

Here is a Mr. Forster,' of Rawdon, or Bradford, 
in Yorkshire ; our late host in the Autumn time ; 
who expects and longs to be yours when you come 
into thoso parts. 

I am busy with William Cou([ueror's Domesday 
Book and witli the oommoutaries of various block- 
heads on it : — Ah mo ! 

All good be with you, and happy news from those 
dear to you. 

Yours ever, 

T. Cablyle. 



» Now the Et. E 



^ E. Fonter, M. P. 
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EMEBSON TO CABLYUL 

8 Femky Street, Higher BROucnroN, Makcbestkb, 
2S Dfcumber, 1S47. 

De^ Carltle, — I am concerned to discover 
that Mai^aret ' Fuller in the letter which yoa 
fonrarded prays me to ask you and Mrs, Carlyle 
respecting the Count and Countess Pepoli, who are 
in Rome for the winter, whether they would bo 
good for her to know ? — That is pretty nearly 
the form of her question. As one tliird of the 
winter is gone, and one half will be, before her 
question can be answered, T fear, it will have lost 
some of its pertinence. Well, it will serve as a 
token to pass between us, which will please me if it 
do not Margaret. — I have had nothing to send you 
tidings of. Yet I get tho best accounts from home 
of wife and babes and friends. I am seeing this 
England more thoroughly than I had thought was 
possible to me. I find this lecturing a key which 
opens all doors, I have received everywhere the 
kindest hospitality from a great variety of persons. 
I see many intelligent and well-informed persons, 
and some fine geniuses. I have every day a better 
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opinion of the English, 'vrho are a Ter; handaome 
and Batiiifactorj race of men, and, in the point of 
material performance, altogether incomparable. I 
have made some vain attempts to end my lectures, 
but must go on a little longer. With kindest re- 
gards to the Ladj Jane, 

Your friend, 

B. W. E, 

Margaret Fuller's address, if anytliing is to be 
written, is, Care of Maquay, Fakenham & Co., 
Home. 



CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 30 December, I8<7. 

My dear Emeb90N, — We are very glad to see 
your handwritiug again, and loarn that you are 
well, and doing well. Our news of you hitherto, 
from the dim Lcctiu-e-element, had been satisfactory 
indeed, but vague. Go on and prosper, 

I do not much think Miss Fuller would do any 
groat good with the Pepolis, — even if they are still 
in Rome, aud not at Bologna as our advices here 
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Beemed to indicate. Madam Pepoli is an elderly 
Scotch lady, of excellent commonplace vernacular 
qualities, hardly of more ; the Count, some years 
younger, and a much airier man, is on all sides a 
bGa,utiful Dilettante, — little suitable, I fear, to the 
serioue mind tliat can recognize him as such! 
However, if the people are still in Rome, Miss 
Fuller can easily try : Bid Mies Puller present my 
Wife's compliments, or mine, or even yours (for 
they know all our domesticities here, and are very 
intimate, especially Madam with My dame) ; upon 
which the acquoiiitauce is at once made, and can 
be continued if useful. 

This morning Richard Milnes writes to me for 
your address; wliich I have sent. He is just re- 
turned out of Spain; homo swiftly to "vote for 
the Jew Bill"; is doing hospitalities at Wobum 
Abbey ; and I suppose will be in Yorksliire (home, 
near Pontefract) before long. See Iiim if you have 
opportunity: a man very easy to tee and get into 
flowing talk with; a man of much sharpness of 
faculty, well tempered by several inches of "Chris- 
tian /a(" he has upon his ribs for covering. One 
of the idlest, cheeriest, most gifted of fat little 



Tennyson has been here for three weeks ; dining 
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daily till lie is near dead; — setting out a Poem 
wittial. Hti came in to us on Sunday evening last, 
and on the preceding Sunday : a truly interesting 
Son of Earth, and Son of Heaven,— who has almost 
lost his way, among the will-o'-wiaps, I doubt ; and 
may flounder ever deeper, over neck and noao at 
last, among the quagmires that abound! I like him 
well ; but can do next to nothing for him, Mllnes, 
with general co-operation, got him a Pension; and 
he has bread and tobacco : but that is a pooc outfit 
for such a soul. He wants a ta»k; and, alas, that 
of spinning rhymes, and naming it "Art" and 
" high Art," in a Time like ours, will never fur- 
nish him. 

For myself I have been entirely idle, — I dare 
not even aay, too abstrusely occupied; for I have 
merely been looking at the Chaos even, not by any 
means working in it. I have not even read a 
Book, — that I liked. All "Literature" has grown 
ine;cpre88ibly unsatisfactory to me. Better be si- 
lent than talk farther in this mood. 

We are going off, on Saturday come a week, into 
Hampshire, to certain Friends you have heard me 
Bpeak ol Our address, till the l)eginning of Febru- 
ary, J3 " Hon. W. B. Baring, Alverstoke, Gosport, 
Bants." My "Wife sends you many kind regards ; 



igo Emcrsoii to Carlyk. 

remember tis across the Ocean too; — and bo well 
and busy till tro meet. 

Yours ever, 

T. Carltle. 

Last nigbt there arrived No. 1 of the Massachu- 
setta Review : beautiful paper and print ; and very 
promising otherwise. In the Introduction I well 
recognized the band; in the first Article too, — not 
in any of the others. Faustum tit. 



EMEB30H TO CAIILTLE. 

AUBLESIDE, 2S Febm&ry, 184S. 

Mt deab Carltle, — I am here in Miss Marti- 
neau's house, and having seen a good deal of Eng- 
land, and lately a good deal of Scotland too, I am 
to-morrow to set forth again for Manchester, and 
presently for London. Yesterday, I saw Words- 
worth for a good hour and a half, which he did 
not seem to gnidge, for he talked freely and fast, 
and — bating his cramping Toryism and what 
belongs to it — wisely enough. Ho is in rode 
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health, and, though aeventy-seven years old, says he 
doea not feel his age in any particulai*. Hist) Mar- 
tineau is in excellent health and spirits, though jufit 
now annoyed by the hesitations of Murray to pub- 
lish her book ; ^ but she confides iufiuitcly in lier 
book, which is the best fortune. But I please my- 
self not a little that I shall in a few days see you 
ag^n, and I will give you an account of my jour- 
ney. I have heard almost notliing of your late 
weeks, — but that is my fault, — only I heard with 
sorrow that your wife had been ill, and could not 
go with you on your Christmas holidays. Now 
may her good days have como again ! I say I have 
heard nothing of your late days ; of your early days, 
of your genius, of your influence, I cease not to hear 
and to see continually, yea, often am called upon 
to resist the same with might and main. But I 
will not pester you with it now. — Mi,S3 Martineau, 
who is most happily placed here, and a model of 
housekeeping, sends kindest remembrances to you 
both. 

Tours ever, 

R. W. Emeesoh. 



" Eoatcrn Life, Put and PreseDt." 



193 



Carlyle to Emermn. 



CARLTLB TO EMEKaON. 
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Chelsea, 2S Febmarv, 1848. 

Dear Emerson, — We are delighted to hear of 
you again at first hand : our last traditions repre- 
sented you at Edmburgh, and left the prospect of 
your return hither very vague, I have only time 
for one word to-night: to soy tliat your room is 
standing vacant ever since you quitted it, — ready 
to be lighted up with all manner of physical and 
nioral firet that the place will yield ; and is in fact 
yoMT room, and expects to be accounted such. — I 
know not specially what your operations in this 
quarter are to be ; but whatever they are, or the 
arrangements necessary for them, surely it is hero 
that you must alight again in the big Babel, and 
deliberately adjust what farther is to bo done. 
Write to us what day you are to arrive; and the 
rest is all already managed. 

Jane has never yet got out since the cold took 
her ; but she has at no time been bo ill as is fre- 
quent with her in these winter disorders; she is 
now steadily improving, and we expect will come 
out with the sun and the green leaves, — as she 
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usually does. I too caught an ugly cold, and, what 
is very uncommoti with me, a kind of cough, while 
dowii ia Hampshire ; which, witli other inarticulate 
matters, has kept me in a very mute abstruse con- 
dition all this while ; bo that, for many wceliB past, 
I have properly had no history, — except such as 
trees in winter, and other merely passive objects 
may have. That is not an agreeable side of the 
page ; but I lind it iudissolubly attaclicd to the 
other: no historical leaf witli mo but has them 
hcth ! Reading docs nest to nothing for me ftt 
present, neitlier will thinking or even dreaming 
rightly prosper ; of no province can I bo quite mas- 
ter except of the tilent one, in such a case. One 
feels there, at last, as if quite annihilated ; and 
takes up arms again (the poor goose-quill is no 
great things of a weapon to arm with !) as if in a 
kind of sacred despair. 

All people are in a sort of joy-dom over the new 
French Republic, which has descended suddenly 
(or shall we any , ascended alas?) out of tlie Im- 
mensities upon us ; showing once again that the 
righteous Gods do yet live and reign ! It is long 
years since I have felt any such deep-seated pious 
satisfaction at a public event. Adieu : come soon ; 
and warn us when. Yours ever, 

T. Cabltlsu 



Emerson to Cai-U 



EMEESON TO CARLYLE. 

2 Fenky St., lUAifciiEaTEB, 
2 March, Tburriny [1948]. 

Dear Fhiend, — I hope to set forward to-day for 
London, and to arrive there some timo to-night. I 
am to go first ia Chapman's house, whero I shall 
lodge for a time. If it is too noisy, I shall move 
westward. But I hope you arc to be at home to- 
morrow, for if I prosper, I shall come and beg a 
dinner with you, — is it not at five o'clock ? I am 
Borry you have no better news to tell me of your 
health, — your own and your wife's. Tell her I 
shall surely report you to Alcott, who will have his 
revenge. Thanks (hat you keep tbo door so wide 
<^a for me still. I shall always come in. 

Ever yours, K. W. E. 



cxxxv. 

EMERSON TO CARLTIE. 

MoKOAT, p. H., 19 June, 1848. 
Dear Carlyle, — Mrs. Crowe of Edinburgh, an 
excellent lady, known to you and to many good 
people, wishes me to go to yon with her. 

I tell her that I believe you relax the reins of 
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labor as early ns one bour after noon, and I pro- 
pose one o'clock on Thursday for the invasion. If 
you are otherwise engaged, you must send me 
word. Otherwise, we shall come. 

It was sad to hear no good news last evening from 
Jano Carlyle. I heartily hope the night brought 
sleep, and the morniDg better health to her. 
Yours always, 

R. W. Emerson. 



cxxsn. 

CAKLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CnEL»;i;A, 20 June, 1848. 

Dear Emeeson, — We shall be very glad to be- 
come acquainted with Mrs. Crowe, of whom already 
by report we know many favorable tilings. Brown 
(of Portobello, Edinburgh) had [riven us intimation 
of her kind purposes towards Chelsea ; and now on 
Thursday you (please the Pigs) shall see the adven- 
ture achieved. Two o'clock, not one, is the hour 
when labor ceases here, — if, alas, there be any 
" labor " so much aa got begim ; which latter is 
often enough the sad case. But at either hour we 
shall be ready for you. 

I hope you penetrated the Armida Palace, and 
did your devoir to the snblime Duchess and her 
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Luncheon yesterday ! 1 cannot without a certain 
internal amuaemeut (foreign enough to my present 
humor) represent to myaeU such a conjunction of 
opposite stars ! But you carry a new imago off 
with you, and are a gainer, you. AUon». 

My Papers here aro in a state of distraction, 
state of despair \ I Bee not what is to become of 
tliem and me. Yours ever truly, 

T. Caelsxe. 

My Wife arose without headache on Monday 
morning ; but feels still a good deal beaten ; — has 
not had " such a headache " fur several years. 



CXXXTIT. 
CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, Friday [23 June, 184S]. 

Dear Emerson, — I forgot to say, last night, that 
you are to dine with u» on Sunday/ ; that after our 
call on the Lady Harriet ' we will take a stroll 
through the Park, look at the Sunday population, 
and find ourselvos here at five o'clock for the abo%'c 
important object. Pray remember, therefore, and 
no excuse ! lu haste. Yours ever truly, 

T. Cabltlb. 

' Luly Aahbarton. 
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CABLYLE TO EMEKSON, 

Chelsea, G December, 1848. 

Dear Emeeson, — We received your Letter ' 

duly, some time ago, -with many welcomeB ; and 

have as you see been too remias in answering it. 

Not from forgetfulness, if you will take my word ; 

* The letter ia misaiBg, but a (rRgment of the rongh draft ot it 
eiisti, dated Conconl, 3 October, 1348. EmerBoii lind returned 
homn ia July, and be begins : " 'T is lii^k time, no doubt, long 
aiaco, that you hoard from ma, niid if there wpre good noirn in 
America for you, you would be nui'e to hear. AU goes at heavy 

trot with on I fell again (^uii^kly into my obHcuie hablta, 

morK fit for me than the Gae things I bad leen. I nude my beat 
BudeaTor Co praise the rich country I had Ken, and ils excel- 
leoC, energetie, polished people. Aad it ia very easy for lue to 
do ao. England is the country of success, and snccesa bos a 
great charm for me, more thitn for those I talk with at horns. 
But they were obstinuto to kuow if tlio English were superior to 
their possessions, and if the old religion warmed their hearts, 
and lifted a little Uie mouniBin of wealth. So 1 cnumeiated tlie 
list of brilliant persons I had seen, and the [break in MS.]. But 
the question returned. Did yoa 6nd kings and priests I Did yon 
find aanctrCies and beauties that took away yonr memory, and sent 
you home a changed man with uew alma, and with a discontent of 
yonr old pastures I " 

Hens the fragment ends. Emeraon's answer to these qnettioDS 
■nay be foond in the chapter entitled "Results," in bis SHflith 
TraiU. 
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110, but from many causes, too complicated to ar- 
ticulate, and justly producing au indisposition to 
put pen to paper at all ! Never was I more silent 
tliau in tlicso very monttis ; and, with reason too, 
for tlie woi"ld at large, and my own share of it in 
small, are botli getting more and more u»spoakable 
with any convenience ! In liealtb we of this house- 
bold are about as well as usual ; — and look across 
to tlic woods of Concord with more light than we 
had, realizing for ourselves a most mild and friendly 
picture there. Perhaps it is quite as well that you 
are left alone of foreign interference, even of a 
Letter from Chelsea, till you get your liugo bale of 
English reminiscences assorted a little. Nobody 
except me seems to liave heard from you ; at least 
the rest, in these parts, all plead destitution when 
I ask for news. Wliat you saw and suffered and 
enjoyed here will, if you had once got it properly 
warehoused, be new wealth to you for many years. 
Of one impression we fail not here ; admiration of 
your pacific virtues, of gentle and noble tolerance, 
often sorely tried in this place ! Forgive me my 
ferocities ; you do not quite know what I suffer iu 
these latitudes, or perhaps it would be even easier 
for you. Peace for me, in a Mother of Dead Dogs 
like this, there is not, was not, will not be, — till 
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tlie battle itself end ; which, however, is a sure out- 
look, aud daily growing a nearer one. 



Kay, there is anotlier practical question, — but it 
is from the female side of the house to the female 
side, — and in fact concerns Indian meal, upon 
which Mrs. Emorson, or you, or the Miller of Con- 
cord (if he have any tincture of philosophy) are 
now to instruct us ! The fact is, potatoes having 
vanished here, we are agaiu, with motives large 
and small, trying to learn the use of Indian meal ; 
aud indeed do cat it daily to meat at dinner, though 
hitherto with considerable despair. Question Jirtt, 
therefore : Is there by nature a hitter final taste, 
which makes the throat smart, and disheartens 
much the apprentice in Indian meal; — or is it 
accidental, and to be avoided ? We surely antici- 
pate the latter answer ; but do not yet see how. 
At first wo were taught the meal, all ground on 
your side of the water, had got fusty, rav> ; an 
effect wo are well used to in oaten and other meals: 
but, last year, we had a bushel of it ground here, 
and the bitter taste was there as before (with the 
addition of much dirt and sand, our millstones I 
suppose being too soft); — whereupon we incline 
to surmise tliat there is, perhaps, aa in the cose of , 
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oats, some pellicle or hull that ought to bo rejected 
ill making the meal? Praj o^k some philoBOpbic 
Miller, if Mrs. Emerson or you do not know; — 
and as a corollary this second question : What is 
the essential difference between white (or brown- 
gray-white) Indian Meal and yellow (tlio kind we 
now have ; beautiful as new Guineas, but with an 
ineffaceable tastckin of soot in it)? — And ques- 
tion third, wbicb includes all : How to cook mugh 
rightly, at least without bitter? Xow^-continued 
boiling seems to help the bitterness, but does not 
cure it. Let some oracle speak ! I tell all people, 
onr staff of life is in tlie Mississippi Valley hence- 
forth ; — and one of the truest benefactors were 
an American Minerva who could teach us to cook 
this meal; which our jjcople at present (I included) 
arc unanimous in finding nigh uneatable, and loudly 
csclaimable against! Glihu liurritt hud a string 
of recipes that went through all newspapers three 
years ago ; but never sang there oracle of longer 
ears than that, — totally destitute of practical sig- 
nificance to any creature here ! 

And now enough of questioning. Alas, alas, I 
have a quite other batch of aad and saddest con- 
siderations, — on which I must not bo much aa 
enter at present ! Death has been very busy in 
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this little circle of ours within theao few daya. 
You remember Charles BuUer, to whom I brought 
you over that night at the Barings' in Stanhope 
Street ? He died this day week, almost qiute un- 
expectedly ; a soro loss to all that knew him per- 
sonally, and his gladdening sminy presence ia 
many circles here ; a soro loss to tlio political peo- 
ple too, for he was far the cleverest of all Whig 
men, and indeed the only genial soul one can re- 
member in that department of things.^ We buried 
him yesterday ; and now see what new thing has 
come. Lord Ashburton, who )md left his mother 
well in Hampshire ten hours before, is summoned 
from poor Buller's funeral by telcgrapti ; hurries 
back, finds his mother, whom he loved much, al- 
ready dead ! She was a Miss Binglmm, I think, 
from Pennsylvania, perhaps from Pliikdelpliia it- 
self. You saw her ; but the first sight by no means 
told one all or the best wortli that was in that good 
Lady. We are quite bewildered by our own re- 
grets, and by tlie far paiufuler sorrow of those 
closely related to these sudden sorrows. Of which 
let me bo silent for the present; — and indeed of 



' The reader of CarlyU'* Reminixmta, uid of Froude'o toIdi 
of his kiagni]>1if, in famitur with the clon leUtions th>t btd ez< 
iitcd bBtweeo BuUcr and Coilyle. 
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all things elBe, for speech, inadequate mockery of 
one's poor mcaniug, ia quite a burden to mo just 
now! 

Neuberg ' comes liitlier sometimes ; a. welcome, 
wise kind of man. Poor little EspinasBe still toils 
cheerily at tlie oar, and various friends of yours arc 
about us. Brother John did send through Chap- 
man all the Dante, which we calculate you have 
receiyed long ago : he is now come to Town ; doing 
a Preface, &c., which also will he sent to you, and 

just about publishing. Helps, who has been 

alarmingly ill, and touring on the Rhine since 
we were his guests, writes to me yesterday from 
Hampshire about sending you a new Book of bis. 
I instructed him How. 

Adieu, dear Emerson; do not forget us, or for- 
get to think as kindly as you can of us, while we 
coutinue in this world together ! 

Yours ever affectionately, 

T. Cahltlh. 

1 Hr. Ireland, in hii Jtreolleetiora, p. 02, giros an iutcTMting 
account of Mr. Kirubvrg, — a high); r^ultivited Ciernmn, nho m- 
■iit«il Carlflc in ■oiiie vt tlis later liUrary Ubora uf hit life. Nea- 
bcrg died in 1807, aod tn a Utter to liui liatrr of llutt year Carlylo 
nft : " No kiLider friend had I in tLia world ; no man of my day, 
I bpIieTc, bad u faithful, layal, and willing a helper at he gener- 
oiuly wai t« me for Iha laat twenty or mon yeira." 
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EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Boston, 23 Janu&r^, 1S49. 

Mr DEAB Carltle, — Here in Boston for the 
day, though iu no fit [jlaco for writing, you sliall 
have, aince tJie steamer goes to-morrow, a hasty 
answer to at least one of your questions 

You tell me heavy news of your friends, and of 
those who were friendly to me for your sake. 
And I have found farther particulars concerning 
them in the newspapers. Buller I Iiave known 
by name ever since he was in America with Lord 
Durham, and I well remember hts face and figure 
at Mr. Baring's. Even England cannot spare an 
accomplislied man. 

Since I had your letter, and, I believe, by the 
eame steamer, your brother's Dante} complete 
within and without, has come to me, most wel- 
come. I heartily thank him. 'T ia a most work- 
manlike book, bearing every mark of lionest value. 
1 thank him for myself, and I thank him, in 
advance, for our people, who are sure to learu 

> The lafernQ or Dante, a tmialntion in prow by John Cntlyloi 
•a excelleat piece of work, still in demuiiL 
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their debt to him, in the coming months and years. 
I sent the book, after short examination, the same 
day, to New Yorlt, to the Harpers, lest their edi- 
tion should come out without Prolegomena. But 
they answered, the next day, that they had already 
received directly tlie same mutter; — yet have not 

up to this time returned my hook, For the Indian 

corn, — I have been to see Dr. Charles T. Jackson 
(my wife's brother, and our best chemist, inventor 
of etlicrization), who tells mo that the reason your 
meal is bitter is, that all the corn sent to you from 
us is kiln-dried here, usually at a heat of throe 
hundred degrees, which effectually kills the starch 
or diastase (?) which would otherwise become su- 
gar. This drying is thought necessary to prevent 
the corn from becoming musty in tlio coutingenoy 
of a long voyage. He says, if it should go in the 
steamer, it would arrive sound without previous dry- 
ing. I think I will try that experiment shortly on 
a box or a barrel of our Concord maize, as Lidian 
Emerson confidently engages to send you accurate 
recipes for johnny-cake, mush, and hominy. 

Why did you not send mc word of Clough's hex- 
ameter poem, which I have now received and read 
with much joy,^ But no, you will never forgive 
' "TheBolhieorTob«r-Ii»-Vuolicb." 
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him liiB metres. He is a stout, solid, reliable man 
and friend, — I knew well ; but this fine poem has 
taken me by Burpriee. I cannot find that your 
journals have yet diBCorercd its existence. With 
kindest remembrances to Jane Carlylc, and new 
thanks to John Carlylo, your friend, 

R. W. Emebsoh. 



CAKLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 19 April, 1849. 

Mt dear Emerson, — To-day is American Post- 
day ; and by every rule and law, — even if all laws 
but those of Cocker were abolished from this uni- 
verse, — a word from me is due to you ! Twice I 
have heard since I spoke last : prompt response 
about the Philadelphia Bill ; exact performance of 
your voluntary promise, — Indian Corn itself is now 
here for a week past 

Still more interesting is the barrel of genuine 
Corn cars, — Indian Cobs of edible grain, from 
the Barn of Emerson himself ! It came all safe 
and right, according to your charitable program ; 



Carli/le to Emerson. 



206 

iritliout coat or trouble to ua of any kind ; not with- 
out curious intereet and satisfaction ! The recipes 
contained in tlie precedent letter, duly weighed by 
the competent jury of housewives (at least by my 
own Wife and Lady Ashburton), wore judged to be 
of decided promise, reasonable-looking every one of 
them ; and now that the stuff itself is come, I am 
happy to assure you that it forms a new epoch 
for UB all in tlic Maize department ; wc find the 
grain tweet, among tlte sweetest, with a touch even 
of the taste of nuts in it, and profess with contri- 
tion that properly we have never tasted Indian Com 
before. Millers of due faculty (with millstones of 
iron) being scarce in the Cockney region, and even 
cooks liable to err, the Asliburtons have on their 
resources imdertaken the brunt of the problem: 
one of their own Surrey or Hampshire millers is 
to grind the stuff, and their own cook, a French- 
man commander of a whole squadron. Is to imder- 
take the dressing according to the rules. Yester- 
day the Barrel went off to their country place in 
Surrey, — a small Bag of select ears being retained 
here, for our own private experimenting ; — and so 
by and by we sliall see what comes of it. — I on my 
side have already drawn up a fit proclamation of 
the oxcellunccB of this invaluable corn, and odmo- 
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nitions as to the benighted state of English eaters 
in regard to it ; — to appear in Fraser't Magazine, 
or I know not where, very soon. It is really a small 
contribution towards Worid-History, this email act 
of yours and ours : tlierc is no doubt to me, now 
that I taate the real grain, but all Europe will 
henceforth have to rely more and more upon your 
Western Valleys and tins article. How beautiful 
to tliink of lean tough Yankee settlers, tough as 
gutta-percha, with most oeeult unsubduable fire in 
their belly, steering over the Western Mountains, to 
annihilate the jungle, and bring bacon and corn out 
of it for the Posterity of Adam ! The Pigs in about 
a year eat up all the rattlesnakes for miles round : 
a most judicious function on the part of the Pigs. 
Behind the Pigs comes Jonathan with his all- 
conquering ploughshare, — glory to him too ! Oh, 
if we were not a set of Cant-ridden blockheads, 
there is no Mi/th of Athene or Horakles equal to 
this fact ; — which I snppose will find its real 
" Poets " some day or otiier ; when once the Greek, 
Semitic, and multifarious other Cobwebs are swept 
away a littlel Well, we must wait. — For the rest, 
if this skilful Xaturalist oud you will make any 
more experiments on Indian Corn for us, might I 
not ask that yon would try for a method of preserr- 
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ing tltt meal in a sound Btate for us ? Oatmeal, 
which would spoil directly too, is preserved ail 
year by kiin-drviog tlie grain before it is ground, 
— parching it till it is almost (rouvn, sometimes : 
the Scotch Higlilanders, by intense parching, can 
keep their oatmeal good for a series of years. No 
Uiller here at present is likely to produce such 
beautiful meal as some of the American specimens 
i have seen: — if possible, we must learn to get 
the grain over in the shape of proper durable meat. 
At all eveuts, let your Friend charitably make 
some in(|uiry into the process of millerage, the 
possibilities of it for meeting our case ; — and send 
ua the result some day, on a separate bit of paper. 
With which let us end, for the present. 

Alas, I have yet written nothing ; am yet a long 
way off writing, I fear ! Not for want of matter, 
perhaps, but for redundance of it ; I feel as if I 
had the whole world to write yet, with the day 
fast bending downwards on mc, and did not know 
where to begin, — in what manner to address the 
docp-sinik [Mpulations of the Thchan Land. Any 
way my Life is very ffrim, on these terms, and is 
like to be ; Ood only knows what farther quantity 
of braying in the mortar this foolish clay of mine 
may yet need I — They are printing a third Edition 
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of Cromwell ; that bothered me for some weeks, 
but now I am over with that* aad the Printer 
wholly has it: a Borrowful, not now or ever a 
joj-ful thing to me, that. The stupor of my fellow 
blockheads, for Centuries back, preBses too heavy 
upon that, — as upon many things, Heavens ! 
People are about setting up some Statue of Crom- 
well, at St. Ives, or elsewhere : the King-Hudson 
Statue is never yet set up ; and the King himself 
(aa you may have heard) has been discovered 
swindling. I adviso all men not to erect a statue 

for Cromwell just now, Macaulay's History ia 

also out, running through the fourth edition : did 
I tell you last time that I had read it, — with 
wonder and amazement ? Finally, it seems likely 
Lord John Russell will shortly walk out (forever, 
it is hoped), and Sir R. Peel eome in ; to moke 
what efTort is in him towards delivering us from 
the pedant method of treating Ireland. The begin- 
ning, as I think, of salvation (if ho can prosper a 
little) to England, and to all Europe as well. For 
they will all have to learn that man does need 
government, and that an able-bodied starving beg- 
gar is and remains (whatever Exeter Hall may say 
to it) a Slave destitute of a Master ; of which facta 
England, and convulsed Europe, ore fallen pro- 
TOL. iL 1* 
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foundly ignorant in these bad ages, and will plunge I 
ever deeper till they rediscover the same. Alaa, I 
alas, the Future for us is not to be made of Suttef, I 
as the Platforms prophesy ; I think it will be 
harder than steel for some ages ! No noble age 
was ever a soft one, nor ever will or can be. — 

Your imautiful curious little discourse (report j 

of a discourse) about the English was sent me by j 
Keuberg ; I tliought it, in my private heart, one of ] 
the best words (for hidden genius lodged in it) I 
had ever heard ; bo sent it to the Kraminer, from 
wliicli it went to the Times and all the other Pa- 
pers : an excellent sly little word. 

Clough has gone to Italy ; I have seen him twice, 
— could not manage his hexameters, though I like 
the man himself, and hope much of him. " Infi- 
delity " has broken out in Oxford itself, — immcuBQ ' 
emotion in certain quarters in consequence, vini- . 
lent outcries about a certain " Sterling Club," alto- ' 
gether a »ecular society ! 

Adieu, dear Emerson; I had much more to say, 
but there is no room. 0, forgive me, forgive me 
all trespasses, — and love me what you can ! 
Yours ever, 

T. Cabltlb. 
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DBiB Emerson, — By all laws of Iniman compu- 
tation, I owe you a letter, and have owed, any time 
these seven weeks: let me now pay a little, and 
explain. Your second Barrel of Indian Corn ar- 
rived also perfectly fresh, and of admirable taste 
and quality ; the very bag of ncw-groimd meal was 
perfect ; and the " popped com " ditto, whoa it 
come to bo discovered : with the whole of which 
admirable materials such order was taken as prom- 
ised to accure " the greatest happiness to the greats 
est number" ; and due silent thanks wore tendered 
to the beneficence of the unwearied Sender: — but 
all this, you shall observe, had to be done in the 
thick of a universal packing and household bus- 
tle ; I just on the wing for a " Tour in Ireland," my 
Wife too contemplating a run to Scotland shortly 
after, there to meet me on my return. All this was 
I seven good weeks ago: I hoped somewhere in my 
i' Irish wayfarings to fling you off a Letter ; but alas, I 
I reckoned there quite without my host {strict " host," 
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called Time), finding nowhere half a minute left to 
me ; and bo now, having got home to my Mother,, 
not to see mj Wife yet for some days, it ia my ear- 
liett leisure, after all, that I employ in this purpose. 
I have been terribly knocked about too, — jolted in 
Irish cars, bothered almost to madness with Irish 
balderdash, above all kept on dreadfully short allow- 
ance of sleep ; — so that now first, when fairly dowa 
to rest, all aches and bruises begin to be fairly sen- 
sible ; and my clearest feeling at tins present is the 
uncomfortable one, "that I am not Caliban, but a 
Cramp " : terribly cramped indeed, if I could tdl 
you everything ! 

What the other results of this Irish Tour are to 
be for me I cannot in tlie least specify. For one 
thing, I seem to ho farther from tpeeclt on any sub- 
ject tlian over : such masses of chaotic ruin every- 
where fronted me, the general fruit of long-contia- 
ued universal falsity and folly ; and such mountains 
of delusion yet possessing all hearts and tongues ; 
I could do little that was not even no.i:iom, escept 
admire in silence the general " Bankruptcy of Im- 
posture" as one there finds and sees it come to 
pass, and think with infinite sorrow of the tribular 
tions, futile wrestiings, tumults, and disasters wbtch 
yet await that unfortunate section of Adam's Pos- 
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terity before any real improvement can take place 
among tliem. Alas, alas ! The GtoBpels of Politi- 
cal EcoQomy, of LaUtez-faire, No-Government, 
Paradise to all comers, and so many fatal Gospels, 
— generally, one may say, all the Gospels of this 
bleasod "Now Era," — will first have to be tried, 
and found wanting. With a quantity of written 
and uttered nonsense, and of suffered and inflicted 
misery, which one sinks fairly dumb to estimate ! 
A kind of comfort it is, however, to see that " Im- 
posture " has fallen openly " bankrupt," here as 
everywhere else in our old world ; that no dexterity 
of human tinkering, with all tlic Parliamentary 
Eloquence and Elective Franchises in nature, will 
ever set it on its feet again, to go many yards more ; 
but that iti goings and currencies in this Earth 
have as good as ceased for ever and ever ! God 
is great ; all Lies do now, as from the first, travel 
incessantly towards Chaos, and tliere at length 
lodge ! In some parts of Ireland (t'^^ Western 
" insolvent Unions," some twenty-seven of them in 
all), within a trifle of one half ot the whole popu- 
lation are on Poor-Law rations (furnished by the 
British Government, £1,100 a week furnished here, 
£1,300 there, £800 there) ; the houses stand roof- 
less, the lands unstocked, uncultivated, the landlords 
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liidden from bailiffa, living sometimofl " on the hares 
of their domain " ; audi a stiito of thiuga was never 
witnessed under this aky before ; and, one would 
humbly expect, cannot last long ! — What is to be 
done ? asks every one ; incapable of hearing any 
answer, were there even one ready for imparting to 
him. " Blacklead these two million idle beggars," 
I sometimes advised, " and sell them in Brazil as 
Niggers, — perhaps Parliament, on sweet constraint, 
will allow you to advance them to be Niggers ! " 
In fact, the Emancipation Societies should send 
over a deputation or two to look at the»e immortal 
Irish " Freemen," the ne plug ultra of their class : 
it would perhaps moderate the windpipe of much 
eloquence one hears on tliat subject ! Is not 
this the most illustrious of all "ages"; making 
progress of the species at a grand rate indeed ? 
Peace be with it. 

Waiting for rae here, there was a Letter from 
MiBS Fuller in Rome, written about a month ago ; 
a digniRed and interesting Letter; requesting 
help with B(K)kacIler9 for some " History of the 
late Italian Revolution " she ia about writing ; and 
elegiacally recognizing the worth of Mazzini and 
other cognate persons and things. I instantly set 
about doing what little seemed in my power towards 
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this object, — with what result is yet hidden, — 
and have written to the heroic Margaret; "More 
power to her elbow ! " as the Irish say. She has a 
beautiful enthusiasm ; and is perhaps in the right 
stage of insight for doing that piece of business 
well, — Of other persons or interests I will say 
nothing till a calmer opportunity ; which surely 
cannot be very long in coming. 

In four days I am to rejoin my wife ; after which 
some bits of visits are to be paid in this North 
Country ; necessary most of them, not likely to be 
profitable almost any. In perhaps a month I ex- 
pect to be back in Chelsea ; wliither direct a word 
if you are still beneficent enough to think of such 
a Castaway ! 

Tours ever, 

T. Cabltlb. 



I got Tlioreau's Book ; and meant well to read 
it, but have not yet succeeded, tliough it went with 
me through all Ireland : tell him so, please. Too 
Jean-Pauliah, I found it hitherto. 
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CARLTLE TO EMEBSOy. 

Chelsea, 19 July, 18S0. 

Mt deah Emeeson, My Friend, my Friend, — 
You beliold before you a remorseful man ! It la 
well-nigh a year now eince I dcspatclicd some 
hurried rag of paper to you out of Scotland, indi- 
cating doubtless that I would speedily follow it 
witli a longer letter ; and here, when gray Autumn 
is at band again, I have still written nothing to 
you, heard nothing from you! It ia miserable ta 
tliink of : — and yet it is a fact, and there is no de- 
nying of it ; and so we must let it lie. If it please 
Heaven, the like shall not occur again. " Ohone 
Arooh!" as the Irish taught me to say, "Ohone 
Aroohl" 

Tlie fact is, my life has been black with care 
and toil, — labor above board and far worse labor 
below ; — I have hardly bad a beai-ior year (over- 
loaded too with a kind of " health " which may be 
called frightful) : to " burn my own smoke " in 
some measure, has really been all I was up to ; 
and except on sheer immediate compulsion I have 
not written a word to any creature. — Yestfirnight 
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I finished the last of tliese extraordinary Pam- 
phleti; am about ranning off somewhither into 
the deserts, of Wales or Scotland, Scandinavia or 
still remoter deserts ; — and my first signal of re- 
vived reminiscence is to you. 

Nay I have not at any time forgotten you, be 
tliat justice done the tmfortunate : and though I see 
well enough what a great deep cleft divides us, in 
our ways of practically looking at this world, — I 
see also (as probably you do yourself) where the 
rock-strata, miles deep, unite again ; and the two 
poor souls are at one. Poor devils ! — Nay if tliere 
were no point of agreement at all, and I were more 
intolerant " of ways of thinking " than I even am, 
— yet has not the man Emerson, from old years, 
been a Human Friend to me ? Can 1 ever forget, 
or tliink otherwise than lovingly of the man Emer- 
son ? No more of this. Write to me in 

your first good hour; and say that there is still a 
brother-soul left to me alive in this world, and a 
kind thought surviving far over the sea ! — 

Chapman, with due punctuality at the time of 
publication, sent me the Representative Men ; which 
I read in the becoming manner : you now get the 
Book offered you for a shilling, at all railway 
Btations ; and indeed I perceive the word " repre- j 
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sentative man " (aB applied to tho lato tragic Iobb 
we have had in Sir Robert Peel) has been adopted 
by the Able-Editora, and circulates through New&- 
papers as an appropriate household word, which is 
some compensation to you for the piracy you suffer 
from the Typographic Letter-of-marque men here. 
I found the Book a most finished clear and perfect 
set of Engravingi in the line, manner ; portraitures 
full of likeness, and abounding in instruction and 
materials for reflection to mc : tlianks always for 
such a Book ; and Heaven send us many more of 
them. Plato, I think, thongh it is the most ad- 
mired by many, did least for mo : little save 
Socrates with his clogs and big ears remains alive 
with me from it. Swedenhorg is excellent in KAe- 
ntit ; excellent in many respects ; — yet I said to 
myself, on reaching your general conclusion about 
the man and hia stnigglcs : " Missed the consum- 
mate Sower and divine ultimate elixir of Philoso- 
phy, say you ? By Heaven, in clutching at i(, and 
almost getting it, he has tumbled into Bedlam, — 
which is a terrible miss, if it were never so near! 
A misa fully as good as a mile, I should say ! " — 
— In fact, I generally dissented a little about 
the end of all these Essays ; which was notable, 
and not without instructive interest to me, aa I 
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had BO lustily shouted " Hear, hear ! " all the vay 
from the begitming up to that stage. — On the 
whole, let us have another Book with your ear- 
liest convenience: that is the modest request one 
makes of you on shutting this. 

I know not what I am now going to set about : 
the horrible barking of the universal dog-kcnncl 
(awakened by these Pamphlet*^ must still itself 
again ; my poor nerves must recover themselves a 
little : — I have much more to say ; and by Heav- 
en's blessing must try to get it said in some way if 
I live.— 

BoBtonian Prescott is here, infinitely lionized by 
a mob of gentlemen ; I have seen bim in two places 
or tliree (but forbore speecli) : the Johnny-cake la 
good, the twopence worth of currants in it too are 
good ; but if you offer it as a bit of baked Ambro- 
sia, Ach Gott ! — 

Adieu, dear Emerson, for^ve and love me a 
little. 

Yours ever, 

T, CAfiLYLE. 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chblska, U NorembOT', 1850. 
Deah Emerson, — You arc often enough present 
to my thouglits ; but yesterday tliere camo a little 
incident which has brotiglit you rather vividly upon 

the eceno for me. A certain "Mr. " from 

Boston sends us, yesterday morning by post, a 
Koto of yours addressed tii Mazzini, whom ho can- 
not find ; and indicates tliat he retains a similar one 
addressed to myself, and (in the most courteous, 
kindly, and dignified manner, if Mercy prevent 
not) is about carrying it off with him again to 
America ! To give Mercy a chance, 1 by the first 
opportunity get under way for Morlcy's Hotel, the 

address of Mr. ; find there that Mr, , 

since morning, hat been on the road towards Livoi^ 
pool and America, and that the function of Mercy is 
quite extinct in this instance 1 My reflections as I 
wandered home again were none of the pleasantest 

Of this Mr. 1 had beard some tradition, as of 

an intelligent, accomplished, and superior man ; 
such a man's acquaintance, of whatever complex- 
ion he be, ia and was always a precious thing to 
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mc, well worth acquiring where possible ; not to 
say that any friend of yonrs, whatever his qualities 
otherwise, carries witli him an imperative key to all 
holts and locks of mine, real or imaginary. In fact 
I felt punished ; — and who knows, if the case were 
seen into, whether I deserve it ? What " business " 

it was that deprived me of a call from Mr. , 

or of the possibility of calling on him, 1 know very 

well, — and , the little dog, and others 

know ! But the fact in that matter is very far 
different indeed from the superficial semblance ; and 
I appeal to all the gentlemen that are in America 
for a candid interpretation of the same. " Eighteen 
million bores," — good Heavens don't I know how 
many of that species we also have ; and how with 
us, as with you, tlie difference between them and 
the Eighteen thousand noble-men and non-bores is 
immeasurable and inconceivable; and how, with 
uB as with you, the latter small company, sons of 
the Empyrean, will have to fling the former huge 
one, sons of Mammon and Mud, into some kind of 
chains again, reduce thorn to some kind of silence 
again, — unless the old Mud-Demons are to rise 
and devour us all ? Truly it is so I construe it : 

SBd if ■ and the Eighteen millions are 

well justified in their auger at me, and the 
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Eighteen thonsaud owe mo thanks and new love. 
That is my decided opinion, in spite of you all ! 

And so, along with , probably in the same sliip 

with hira, there shall go my protest against the 

conduct o£ ; and tlie declaration that to the 

last I will protest ! Wliicli will wind up tlie matter 
(without any word of yours on it) at this time. — 
— For the rest, though sent me his Pam- 
phlet, it is a fact I have not read a word of it, nor 
shall ever read. My Wtfo read it ; but I was away, 
with far other things in my head ; and it was "lent 
to various persons " till it died ! — Enough and ten 
times more than enough of all that. Let me on 
this last slip of paper give you some response to 
the Letter • I got in Scotland, under the silence of 
the bright autumn sun, in my Mother's house, and 
read there. 

Yon are bountiful abundantly in yoiu- reception 
of those Latter Day Pamphlets ; and right in all 
you say of them ; — and yet withal yon are not right, 
my Friend, hut I am ! Truly it does lieliove a man 
to know the inmost resources of this universe, and, 
for the sake both of bis peace and of his dignity, 
to possess his soul in patience, and look nothing 
doubting (nothing wincing even, if that be his hu- 
> This letter ii miuiiig. 
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mor) upon all things. For it is most indubitable 
there is good in all ; — and if you even see an Oliver 
Cromwell assassinated, it is certain you may get a 
cartload of turnips from his carcass. Ah me, and 
I suppose we had too mucli forgotten all this, or 
there had not been a man like you sent to show it 
as so emphatically ! Let us well remember it ; and 
yet remember too that it is not good always, or 
ever, to be " at ease in Zion " ; good often to be 
in fierce rage in Zion ; and that the vile Pythons 
of this Mud-World do verily require to have aun- 
arrows shot into them and red-hot pokers struck 
through them, according to occasion ; woo to the 
man that carries either of these weapons, and 
does not use it in their presence ! Here, at this 
moment, a miserable Italian organ-grinder lias 
struck up the MarseillaUe under my window, for 
example : was the Marseillaise fought out on a bed 
of down, or is it worth nothing when fought ? On 
those wretched Pamphlets I set no value at all, or 
even less than none: to me their one benefit is, 
my own heart is clear of them (a benefit not to 
be despised, I assure you!) — and in the Public, 
atliwart this storm of curses, and emptyings of 
vessels of dishonor, I can already perceive that it 
is all well enough there too in reference to them ; 
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and the coutroveray of the Eighteen millions vermu 
the Eightceu thouaajids, or Eighteen units, ia going 
on very handsomely in that quarter of it, for aught 
I can see! And so. Peace to the brave that arc 
departed ; and, To-morrow to fresh holds and pas- 
tures new! — 

I was in Wales, as well as Scotland, during Au- 
tumn time; lived three weeks within wind of St. 
Germanus'a old "College" (Fourteen Hundred yeare 
of age or so) and also not far from Mtrthyr TydvU^ 
Cyclops' Hell, sootiest and horridest avatar of the 
Industrial Mammon I had over anywhere seen; — 
went tliroiigh the Severn Valley ; at Bath stayed a 
niglit with Landor (a proud and high old man, who 
charged me with express remembrances for you ) ; 
saw Tennyson too, in Cumberland, with his new 
Wife ; and other beautiful recommendable and 
questionable tliijigs : — and was dreadfully tossed 
about, and torn almost to tatters by the mani- 
fold brambles of my way : and so at length am 
here, a much-Iamcd man indeed! Oh my Friend, 
have tolerance for me, have sympathy with me; 
yon know not quite (I imagine) what a burden 
mine is, or perhaps you would find this duty, which 
you always do, a little easier done ! Be happy, be 
busy beside your still waters, and think kindly of 
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me there. My nerves, health I call tlicm, are in a 
Bad state of disorder: alas, that is nine tenths of 
all the battle in this world. Courage, courage ! — 
My Wife sends salutations to you and yours. Good 
be with you all always. 

Tour affectionate 

T. Cahltlb. 



CARLTLE TO EMEB80N. 

Chelbea, 8 July, 18B1. 
Dear Emerson, — Don't you still remember very 
well that there is such a man ? I know you do, 
and will do. But it is a ruinously long wliilo since 
we have heard a word from each other ; — a state 
of matters that ought immediately to ceaae. It was 
your turn, I think, to write ? It was somebody's 
turn ! Nay I heard lately you complained of bad 
eyes ; and were grown abstinent of writing. Pray 
contradict me this. I cannot do without some re- 
gard from you while we are both hero. Spite of 
your many sins, you are among the most human 
of all the beings I now know in the world ; — who 

VOL. It. 15 
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are a very select set. and are growiog ever more 
BO, I can inform you ! 

In late months, feeling greatly broken and irith- 
out heart for anything weighty, I have been upon a 
Lifii of Jukn Sterling ; which will not be good for 
much, but will ob uaual gratify me by takiug itself 
o£f my hands: it wa3 one of the things I felt a 
kind of obligation to do, and bd am thankful to 
have done. Here is a patch of it lying by me, if 
you will look at a specimen. There are four hun- 
dred or more pages (prophesies the Printer), a 
good many Letters and Excerpts in the latter por- 
tion of the volume. Already half printed, wholly 
written ; but not to come out for a coujilc of months 
yet, — all trade being at a stand till this sublime 
"Crystal Palace" go its ways again. — And now 
since we arc upon tlie business, I wish you would 
mention it to E. P. Clark (is not that the name T) 
next time you go to Boston : if that friendly clears 
eyed man have anytliing to say in reference to 
it and American Booksellers, let him say and 
do ; he may have a Copy for anybody in about a 
month : if he have nothing to say, then let there bo 
notliing anywhere said. For, mark O Philosopher, 
I expressly and with emphasis prohibit you at 
tills stage of our history, and lieucoforth, unless I 
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grow poor again. Indeed, indeed, the commercial 
mandate of the thinfi; (Nature's little order on that 
behalf) being once fulfilled (by speaking to Clark), 
I do not care a snuff of tobacco how it goes, and 
will prefer, here as elsewhere, my night's rest to 
any amount of superfluous mouey. 

This Bummer, as you may conjecture, has been 
very noisy with us, and productive of little, — the 
" Wind-dust-ry of all Nations " involving everything 
in one inano tornado. The very shopkeepers com- 
plain that there is no trade. Such a sanhedrim of 
windy fools from all countries of the Gloixj were 
surely never gathered in one city before. But they 
will go their ways again, they surely will ! One 
Bits quiet in that faith ; — nay, looks abroad with a 
kind of patlietic grandfatherly feeling over this 
universal Clitldrcn's Ball wliich the British Nation 
in these extraordinary circtmistances is giving it- 
self ! Silence above all, silence ia very behove- 
ful! — 

I read lately a small old brown French duodeci- 
mo, which I mean to send you by the first chance 
there is. The writer is a Capitaine Boasu ; the 
production, a Journal of his experiences in " La 
Louisiane," "Oyo" ( OAio), and those regions, which 
looks very genuine, and lias a strange interest to 
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me, like aome fractional Odyssey or letter.' Only a 
hundred years ago, and the MiBsiasippi has changed 
as never valley did ; in 1751 older and stranger, 
looked at from it« present date, than Balbec or 
Nineveh ! Say what we will, Jonathan is doing 
miracles (of a sort) under the sun in these times 
now passing. — Do you know BartravCs Travelt f 
This is of the Seventies (1770) or so ; treats of 
Florida cliiefly, has a wondrous kind of flounder* 
ing eloquence in it ; and liae also grown immeasu- 
rably old. All American libraries ought to provide 
themselves with that kind of book ; and keep them 
as a kind of future biblical article. — Finally on this 
head, can you tell me of any good Book on Cali- 
fornia ? Good : I have read several bad. But that 
too is worthy of some wonder ; that too, like the 
Old Bucanicrs, hungers and thirsts (in ingenuous 
minds) to have some true record and dcscriptiou 
given of it. 

And poor Mies Fuller, was there any Life ever 
published of her ? or is any eomi>etent hand engaged 
on it ? Poor Margaret, I often remember her ; and 
think how she is asleep now under tho Btu*gea of 

' Boasu wrote two boolci which ara known to the student of 
the histaiy ot tLo wttlnueiit of America ; one, " Nouveant Voy*gM 

tax Indes occidaii tales," ftiia, 1783 ; the other, " Nouveaui Voy- 
ages dam l'Amerii]ue Kjitcntrionnln, " Ainat«rclalu (Poris), 1777. 
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the Bca. Mazzini, as you perhapa know, is vith us 
this summer ; comes across once in the week or 
BO, and tells me, or at least my Wife, alt his newB. 
The Roman revolution has made a man of him, — 
quite brightened up ever since; — and the best 
fncnd he ever saw, I believe, was that same Quack- 
President of France, who relieved him while it was 
stilt time. 

My Brother is in Anuandale, working hard over 
Dante at last ; talks of coming up liither shortly ; 
I am myself very ill and miserable in the licer re- 
gions ; very tough otherwise, — though I have now 
got spectacles for small print in the twilight. 
Eheufugacet, — and yet -vhy Ekeuf In fact it is 
better to be silent. — Adieu, dear Emerson; I ex- 
pect to get a great deal brisker by and by, — and in 
the first place to have a Missive from Boston again. 
My Wife sends you many regards. I am as ever, 
— affectionately Yours 

T. Carltle. 
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EUEB80N TO CARL7LE. 

Concord, 28 Julj, I8fil. 

Mr DEAR Cabltle, — You must always thank ] 
mc for BitcncG, bo it never bo long, and must put ' 
ou it the most generous intorprotations. For I am 
too sure of your geuius and goodness, and too glad 
that they shine steadily for all, to importune you to 
make assurance sure by a private l>eam very often. 
There is very little in this village to be said to you, 
and. with all my love of your letters, I think it the 
kind part to defend you from our imbecilities, — ■ 
mjr owa, and other men's. Besides, my eyes are 
bad, and prone to mutiny at any bint of white 
paper. 

And yet I owe you all my Btory, if story I have. 
I have been something of a traveller the last 
year, and went down the Ohio River to its montli ; 
walked nine miles into, and nine miles out of the 
Mammoth Cave, in Kentucky, — walked or sailed, 
for we crossed small underground streams, — and 
lost one day's light; then steamed up the Missis- 
sippi, five days, to Galena. In the Upper Missia- 
gippi, you are always in a lake with many islands. 
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"The Far West" is the right name for these 
verdant deserts. On all the shores, interminable 
silent forest. If you land, there is prairie behind 
]>rairie, forest behind forest, sites of nations, no 
nations. The raw bullion of nature ; what we call 
'* moral " value not yet stamped on it. But in a 
thousand raile.s the immense material values will 
show twenty or fifty Californias ; that a good cipher 
ing head will make one where he is. Thus at 
Pittsburg, on the Ohio, the Iron City, whither, from 
want of railroads, few Yankees have penetrated, 
every acre of land has three or four bottoms ; first 
of rich soil; then nine feet of bituminous coal; 
a little lower, fourteen feet of coal ; then iron, or 
salt ; salt springs, with a valuable oil called petro- 
leum floating on their surface. Yet this acre sella 
for the price of any tillage acre in Massachusetts ; 
and, in a year, the railroads will reach it, cast and 
west. — I came home by the great Northern Lakes 
and Niagara. 

No books, a few lectures, each winter, I write 
and read. In the spring, the abomination of our 
Fugitive Slave Bill drove me to some writing and 
speech-making, without hope of effect, but to clear 
my own skirts. I am sorry I did not print whilst 
it was yet time. I am now told that the time will 
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come again, more 'b tlie pity. Now I am trying to 
make a sort of memoir of Margaret Fuller, or my 
part in one; — for Charming and Ward are to do 
theirs, Without either beauty or genius, she had a 
certain wealth and generosity of nature which have 
left a kind of claim on our consciences to build 
her a cairn. And this reminds mc that I am to 
write a note to Mazzini on this matter; and, as 
you say you see him, you must charge yourself 
B-ith delivering it. What we do must be ended by 
October. 

You too are working for Sterling. It is right 
and kind. I learned bo much from the New York 
Trtiune, and, a few days after, was on tlie point of 
writing to you, provoked by a foolish par^raph 
which appeared in Rufus Griswold's Journal, (New 
York,) purporting tliat R. W, E. possessed impor- 
tant letters of Sterling, without wliich Thomas 
Carlyle could not write the Life. What scrap of 
hearsay about contents of Sterling's letters to 
me, or that I had letters, tliis paltry journalist 
swelled into tliis puff-ball, I know not. He once 
came to my house, and, Btnce that time, may have 
known Margaret Fuller in New York ; but probably 
never saw any letter of Sterling's or beard the con- 
tents of any. I have not read again Sterling's 
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letters, which I keep as good Lures in a Bpecial 
uiche, but I have do recollection of anything that 
would be valuable to you. For the American Pub- 
lie for the Book, 1 think it important that you 
should take the precise step of eeuding Phillips 
and Sampson the early copy, and at the earliest. I 
saw them, and also E. P. Clark, and put tliem in 
communication, and Clark is to write you at once. 

Having got so far in my writing to you, I do not 
know but I shall gain heart, and write more letters 
over sea. Tou will think ray sloth suicidal enough. 
So many men as I learned to value in your country, 
— so many as offered me opportunities of inter- 
course, — and I lose them all by silence. Arthur 
Helps is a chief benefactor of mine. I wrote him 
a letter by Ward, — who brought the letter back. 
I ought to thank John Carlyle, not only for me, but 
for a multitude of good men and women here who 
read his Inferno duly. W, E. Forstfir sent me his 
Penn Pamphlet; I sent it to Bancroft, who liked 
it well, only ho thought Forster might have made a 
still stronger case. Clough I prize at a high rate, 
the man and his poetry, but write not. Wilkinson 
I thought a man of prodigious talent, who somehow 
held it and so taught others to liold it cheap, as 
we do one of those bushel-basket memories which 
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Bchool-boyB and echool-^rls often bIiow, — and we 
atop their mouths lest they be ti'oublesome with 
their alarming profusion. But there is no need of 
beginning to count the long catalogue. Kindest, 
kindest remembrance to my benefactress also in 
your house, and hcaltii and strength and victory 
to f ou. 

Your affectionate 

Waldo Emeusos. 



CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

GBEAT MaLVERK, WOBCBBTBItBHlBE, 3S At^utt, I6G1. 

Dear Emerson, — Many thanks for your Letter, 
which found me here about a week ago, and gave a 
full solution to my biblio|)olic difliculties. How- 
ever soro your eyes, or however taciturn your mood, 
there is no delay of writing when any service is to 
be done by it ! In fact you are very good to me, 
and always were, in all manner of ways; for which 
I do, aa I ought, thank the Upper Powers and you. 
Tltat truly has been and is one of the possessions 
of my life in this perverse epoch of the world 
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I fa&Te sent off b; Jobn Chapman a Copy o£ the 
Life of Sterling, which is all printed and ready, but 

IB not to ap|>ear till the first week of October 

Along with the Shufts was a. poor little French Book 
for you, — Book of a jx)or Naval MUaisgippi French- 
man, one "Bosau," I think; written only a Century 
ago, yet which already seemed old as tlie Pyramids 
in reference to those strange fast-growing countries. 
I road it as a kind of defaced romance; very thin 
and lean, but all true, and very marvellouH as 
such. 

It is above three weeks since my Wife and I 
left London, (the Printer having done,) and came 
hither with the purpose of a month of what is 
called " Water Cure " ; for which this place, other- 
wise extremely pleasant and wholesome, has become 
celebrated of late years. Dr. Gully, tlio pontiff of 
the businesB in our Island, warmly encouraged my 
purpose so soon as he heard of it; nay, urgently 
offered at once that both of ua should become bis 
own guests till the experiment were tried: and 
here accordingly we arc; I water-curing, assidu- 
ously walking on the sunny mountains, drinking of 
the clear wells, not to speak of wet wrappages, soli- 
tary sad steepagei, and other singular procedures ; 
my Wife not meddling for her own behoof, but only 
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fleeing me do it. These have been three of the 
idlest weeks I ever spent, and there is still one 
to come: after which we go northward to Lanca- 
shire, and across the Border where my good old 
Mother still expects me; and so, after some little 
visiting and dawdling, hope to find oursplvca home 
again before September end, and the incspressible 
Glass Palace with its noisy inanity have taken 
itself quite away again. It was no increase of ill- 
health that drove me hither, rather the reverse ; 
but I have long been minded to try this thing : and 
now I tliink tlic result will be, — zero pretty nearly, 
and one imagination the less. My long walks, my 
Btreuuoua idleness, have certainly done me good ; 
nor has the " water " done me any i7(, which per- 
haps is much to say of it. For the rest, it is a 
strange quasi-monastic — godless and yet devotion- 
al — way of life wliich liuman creatures have here, 
and useful to them beyond doubt. I foresee, this 
" Water Cure," under better forms, will become the 
Ramadhan of the overworked unbelieving English 
in time coming; an institution they were dreadfully 
in want of, tliis long while ! — We had Twisleton * 



' The Ulf Hon. Edvard TwialeUin, ft mui af high chamrter utd 
large xttsiniuentB, ittitl with a prraoniil diaposition that won the rs- 
>|iect and affcctioD of ■ wido circle of friend* on both liJea of tha 
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here (often speaking of you), who is off to America 
again; will sail, I tliink, along with this Letter; a 
semt-articulatc but solid-minded wortliy man. We 
have other officials and other litterateurs (T. B. 
Macaulay in his Iiircd villa for one) : but the mind 
rather shuns than seeks them, one linds solitary 
quasi-devotion preferable, and apiffrov niv CBapy as 
Pindar had it ! 

Bichard Mihies is married, about two weeks ago, 
and gone to Vienna for a jaunt. His wife, a Miss 
Crewe (Lord Crewe's sister), about forty, pleasant, 
intelligent, and rather rich : that is the end of 
Richard's long first act. Alfred Tennyson, perhaps 
you heard, is gone to Italy with his wife; their 
baby died or was dead-born ; they found England 
wearisome : Alfred has been taken up on the top of 
the wave, and a good deal jumbled about since you 
were here. Item Thackeray ; who is coming over 
to lecture to you : a mad world, my Masters ! 

Your Letter to Mazzini was duly despatched; and 
we hear from him that he will write to you, on the 
subject required, without delay. Browning and his 
wife, liome from Florence, are both in London at 

Atlantic. H« waa the author or a cnrioas nnd Inarned treatUe enti- 
tled "The Tongue not EsBentUl to Speech," lud hia renutrluibla 
Tolmne on "The HundwritiDg of Junius" seems to have effiFCtiully 
clMcd a long couttoversy. 



238 



Carl^le to Emerson, 



present ; mean to live in Paris lienceforth for some 
time. They lind seen Bomcthiiig both of Margaret 
and hi?r d'OseoH, and appeared to hare a true and 
lively interest in them ; Browning spoke a long while 
to me, with empbasia, on the subject: I think it was 
I that had introduced poor Margaret to tlicm. I 
said he onght to send these reminiscences to Amer- 
ica, — that was the night before we left London, 
three weeks ago ; hia answer gave me the impres- 
sion there had been some hindrance somewhere. 
Accordingly, when your Letter and Mazzini's reached 
me here, I wrote to Browning urgently on the sub- 
ject: but he informs me that they have sent all 
their reminiscences, at the request of Mr. Story; so 

that it is already all well. Dear Emerson, you 

see I am at the bottom of my paper. 1 will write to 
you again before long ; we cannot let you lie fallow 
in that manner altogether. Have you got proper 
$pectaelet for your eyes ? I have adopted tliafc 
beautiful symbol of old age, and feel myself very 
renerable ; take care of your eyes ! 

Tours ever, 

T. Carltxx 



to Carole. 



EMERSON TO CAELYLE. 



Concord, 14 April, IS52. 

Mr DEAR Carlyle, — I haTO not grown bo cal- 
iouB bj my sulky babit, but that I kuow where my 
friends are, and who can help me, in time of need. 
And I have to crave your good offices to-day, and 
in a matler relating once more to Margaret Fuller. 
.... You were so kind aa to interest yourself, many 
months ago, to set &Tazzini and Browning on writ- 
ing thoir Rotniniscencca for us. But we never beard 
from either of tliem. Lately I have learned, by 
way of Sam Longfellow, in Paris, brother of our 
poet Longfellow, that Browning assured him that 
he did write and send a memoir to this country, — ■ 
to whom, I know not. It never arrived at the 
bands of the Fullers, nor of Story, Channing, or 
mo ; — though the book was delayed in the hope of 
Buch help. I hate that his paper should be lost. 

The little French Voyage, dtc. of Bosbu, I got 
safely, and compared its pictures with my own, at 
the Mississippi, the lUinoia, and Chicago. It is 
curious and true enough, no doubt, though its In- 
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dians are rather dim and vague, and " Messieure 
Sauvogea." Good Indians we have in Alexan- 
der Henry's Travels in Canada, and in our modern 
Catlin, and tlie best Western America, perhaps, 
in F. A. Michaux, Voyage A I'oueit dea monU AUe- 
gkanis, and in Fremont. But it was Califoniia I 
believe jou asked about, and, after looking at 
Taylor, Parkman, and the rest, I saw that the only 
course is to read them all, and every private letter 
that gets into tlio newspapers. So there was noth- 
ing to say. 

I rejoiced with the rest of mankind in the Life 
of Sterling, and now peace will l>e to his Manea, 
down in this lower sphere. Yet I see well that I 
should have held to his opinion, in all those con- 
ferences where you have so quietly assumed the 
palms. It is said here, that you work upon Freder- 
ick the Great?? However that be,health,strengtfar 
love, joy, and victory to you. 

B. W. GHEnsoM. 



sieure ^H 
lexan- ^| 
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CABLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, T Maj, ISSlT 
Dear Emerson, — I was delighted at the sight of 
your hand again. My manifold sina against you, 
involuntary all of them I may well say, are often 
enough present to my ead thoughts ; and a kind of 
remorse is mixed with the other sorrow, — aa if I 
could have helped growing to be, by aid of time 
and destiny, the grim Ishmaelite I am, and 80 
shocking your serenity by my ferocities ! I admit 
you were like an aitgel to me, and absorbed in the 
beautifulest manner all thunder-clouds into the 
depths of your immeasurable ajther ; — and it is in- 
dubitable I love you very well, and have long done, 
and mean to do. And on the whole you will have 
to rally yourself into some kind of Correspond- 
ence with me again ; I believe you will find that 
also to be a conmianded duty by and by \ To me 
at any rate, I can say, it is a great want, and adds 
perceptibly to the sternness of these years ; deep 
as is my dissent from your Gymnosophist view of 
Heaven and Earth, I find an agreement that swal- 
lows up all conceivable dissents ; in the whole 

VOL. II. 18 
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world I hardly get, to my spoken human word, 
any other word of response which is autheuticully 
human. God help ns, thia Is growing a very lonely 
place, this distracted dog-kennel of a world ! And 
it is no joy to me to see it about to have its throat 
cut for its immeasurable devilries; that is not a 
pleasant process to be concerned in either more or 
less, — considering above all liow many centories, 
base and dismal all of them, it is like to take! 
Nevertheless Marchone, — and swift too, if we have 
any speed, for the sun is sinking. 
.... Poor Margaret, that is a strange tragedy that 
history of hers; and has many traits of the Heroic 
in it, though it is wild as the prophecy of a Sibyl. 
Such a predetermination to eat this big Universe as 
her oyster or her egg, and to be absolute empress- 
of all height and glory in it that her heart could 
conceive, I have not before seen in any human 
soul. Her " mountain me " indeed : — but her cour- 
age too is high and clear, her chivalrous nobleness 
indeed is great ; her veracity, in its deepest sense, 
d tcute Spreuve. — Your Copy of the Book • come to 
me at last (to my joy) : I had already read it ; 
there was considerable notice taken of it here; 
and one half-volume of it (and I grieve to say only 

■ Tli« " Memoin ot Murgant Foller OsboII, " 
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one, written by a man called Emerson) waB com- 
pletely approved by me and innumerable judges, 
The rest of the Book is not without considerable 
geniality and meritB ; but one wanted a clear con- 
ciBe Narrative beyond all other merits ; and if yon 
ask here (except in that half-volume) about any 
fact, you are answered (so to speak) not in words, 
but by a flymbolic tune on the bagpipe, syrabolic 
burst of wind-mnsic from the brass band ; — which 

is not the plan at all ! What can have 

become of Mazzini's Letter, which he certainly did 
write and despatched to you, is not easily conceiv- 
able. Still less in the case of Browning : for 
Browning and his Wife did also write : I myself 
in the end of last July, having heard him talk 
kindly and well of poor Margaret and her Husband, 
took the liberty on your behalf of asking him to 
put something down on paper ; and he informed 
me, then and repeatedly since, he had already done 
it, — at tlic request of Mrs. Story, I think. His ad- 
dress at present is, " No. 138 Avenue dee Champs 
Elys^es, fi Paris," if your American travellers still 
thought of inquiring. — Adieu, dear Emerson, till 
next week. 

Yours ever, 

T. Cabltlb. 
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cxux. 

EMEBSON TO CARLTLE.i 



I 



Concord, May [1], 1S5S. 

Toil make me happy with your loving thoughts 
and meanings towards me. I have alwaya thanked 
the good star which made us early neighbors, in 
some sort, in time and space. And tlie beam is 
twice warmed by your vigorous good-will, which 
has steadily kept clear, kind eyes on me. 

It ia good to be bom in good air and outlook, 
and not less with a civilization, that is, with one 
poet still living in the world. O yes, and I feel all 
the solemnity and vital cheer of the benefit. — If 
only the mountains of water and of land and the 
steeper mountains of blight{;d and apathizcd moods 
would permit a word to pass now and then. It is 
very fine for you to tax youraelt with all those in- 
compatibilities. I like that Thor nhould make 
comets and thunder, as well as Iduna apples, or 
Heimdal his rainbow bridge, and your wrath and 
satire has all too much realism in it, than that we 

I From an imperfect magli draft. 
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can flatter ourselves by disposing of you as partial 
and heated. Nor is it your fault that you do a 
hero's work, nor do wo love you loss if we cannot 
help you in it. Pity me, strong man ! I am of a 
puny constitution half made up, and as 1 from cliild- 
hood knew, — not a poet but a lover of poetry, and 
poets, and merely serviug aa writer, &c. in this 
empty America, before the arrival of the poets. 
You must not misconstrue my silences, but thank 
me for them all, as a true homage to your diligence 

which I love to defend 

She • had such reverence and love for Landor 
that I do not know but at any moment in her 
natural life she would have sunk in tlio sea, for an 
ode from him ; and now this most propitious cake 
is offered to her Manes. The loss of the notes of 
Browning and of Mazztni, wliicb you coniirm, as- 
tonishes me. 



' Margaret FuUct, The break i: 



contmoity u 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CaiLtsEA, 25 June, 1 
Dear Emerson, — .... You are a born etUhu- 
tiatt, as quiet aa you are ; oud it will continue bo, 
at intervals, to the end. I admire your ely lov- 
voiced sarcasm too ; — in short, I love the sternly- 
gentle close-buttoned mtm very well, aa I have 
always done, and intend to continue doiug ! — 
Pray observe therefore, and lay it to heart as a 
practical fact, that you are bound to persevere in 
writing to me from time to time ; and will never 
get it given up, how sulky soever you grow, while 
we both remain in this world. Do not I very well 
understand all that you say about " apathized 
moods," Ac. ? The gloom of approaching old age 
(approaching, nay arriving with some of us) is very 
considerable upon a man ; and on the whole one 
contrives to take the very ugliest view, now and 
then, of all bcautifulest things ; and to shut one's 
lips with a kind of grim defiance, a kind of impe- 
rial sorrow which is almost like felicity, — so com- 
pletely and comi>osedly wretched, one is equal to 
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the very gods ! These too are ueceasaiy moods to 
a man. But the Eartli withal is Terdant, sun-be- 
sbone ; and the Son of Adam has his place on it, and 
his tasks and recompeuees in it, to the close ; — 
as one remembers by and by, too. On the whole, 
I am infinitely solitary ; but not more heavy-laden 
than I have all along been, perhaps rather less so; 
I could fancy even old age to be beautiful, and to 
have a real divineness : for the rest, I say always, 
I cannot part with yow, however it go ; and so, in 
brief, you must get into the way of holding yourself 
obliged as formerly to a kind of dialogue with me ; 
and speak, on paper since not otlierwise, the ofton- 
est you can. Let that be a point settled. 

1 am not writing on Frederic the Great ; nor at 
all practically contemplating to do so. But, being 
in a reading mood after those furious Pamphlets 
(which have procured me showers of abuse from 
all the extensive geuus Stupid in this country, and 
not done me any other mischief, but perhaps good), 
and not being capable of reading except in a train 
and t^out some object of interest to me, — I took 
to reading, near a year ago, about Frederick, as I 
had twice in my life done before ; and have, in a 
loose way, tumbled up an immense quantity of shot 
rubbish on that field, and still continue. Not with 



248 



Emerson to 



much decisive approach to Frederick's »elf, I am 
etill afraid ! The man looks brilliant and noble 
to me ; but how love him, or the sad wreck he 
lived and worked in ? I do not even yet »ee him 
clearly; and to try making others sec him — ? — 
Yot Voltaire and he are the celestial element of 
the poor Eighteenth Century ; poor souls. I con- 
fess also to a real love for Frederick's dumb follow- 
ers : the Prussian Soldiery. — I often say to myself, 
"Were not here the real priests and rirtuous mar- 
tyrs of that loud-babbling rotten generation ! " 
JLnd so it goes on ; when to end, or in what to 
end, God knows. 

Adieu, dear Emerson. A blockhead (by mis- 
take) has been let in, and has consumed all my 
time. Good be ever with you and yours. 

T. Garltls. 



CLI. 
EMERSON TO CABLYLE. 

COKCOBD, IS April, ISSS. 

My dear Fkiend, — As I find I never write a 
letter except at the dunning of the Penny Post, — 
which is the pest of the century, — I have thought 
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lately of croasing to England to excuse to you my 
negligence of your injunction, which so flattered me 
by its aETcctionatenesa a year ago. I was to write 
once a month. My own disobedience is wonderful, 
and csplainB to mc all the sins of omission of the 
whole world. The levity with which we can let 
fall into disuse such a sacrament as the exchange 
of greeting at short periods, ts a kind of magnar 
Rtmity, and should be an astonishing argument of 
the "Immortality"; and I wonder how it has es- 
caped the notice of philosophers. But what had I, 
dear wise man, to tell you ? What, but that life 
waa atill tolerable ; still absurdly sweet; still prom- 
ising, promising, to credulous idleness ; — but step 
of mine taken in a true direction, or clear solution 
of any the least secret, — none whatever. I scribble 
always a little, — much less than formerly, — and I 
did within a year or eighteen months write a chap- 
ter on Fate, which — if we all live long enough, that 
is, you, and I, and the chapter — I hope to send 
you in fair print. Comfort yourself — as you will — 
you will survive the reading, and will be a sure 
proof that the nut is not cracked. For when we 
find out what Fate is, I suppose, the Sphinx and we 
are done for ; aud Sphiux, (Edipus, and world 
ought, by good rights, to roll down the steep into 
the sea. 
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But I was going to say, my neglect of your re- 
quest vill shov you bow little salieacy is in my 
weeks and moiitlis. They are hardly distinguished 
in memory other than as a rumiing web out of a 
loom, a bright stripe for day, a dark stripe for night, 
and, wheu it goes faster, even these rim together 

into endless gray I went lately to St. Louis 

and saw the Mississippi again. Tlie powers of the 
Rirer, the insatiate craving for nations of men to 
reap and cure its harvests, the conditions it im- 
poses, — for it yields to no enginccriiig, — aro in- 
teresting enough. The Prairie exists to yield the 
greatest possible quantity of adipocere. For com 
makes pig, pig is the export of all the land, and 
you aliall see the instant dependence of aristoc- 
racy and civility on the fat four-legs. Working- 
men, ability to do tlie work of the River, abounded. 
Nothing liigher was to be tliouglit of. America is 
incomplete. Room for us all, since it has not 
ended, nor given sign of ending, in bard or hero. 
'Tis a wild democracy, the riot of mediocrities, 
and none of your selfish Italics and Englands, 
where an age sublimates into a genius, and the 
whole population is made into Paddies to feed his 
porcelain veins, by transfusion from their brick 
arteries. Our few fine persons are apt to die. 
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Horatio Greenough, a sculptor, whose tongue was 
far cunQinger in talk thau hie chisel to carve, and 
who inspired great hopes, died two months ago 
at forty-scveD years. Nature has only so much 
vital force, and must dilute it, if it is to be mul- 
tiplied into millions. " The beautiful is never 
plentiful." On the whole, I say to myself, that 
our conditions in America are not easier or less 
expeusive than the European. For the poor scholar 
everywhere must l»e compromise or alternation, and, 
after many remorses, the consoling himself that 
there has been pecuniary honesty, and that tilings 
might have been worse. But no ; we must think 
much better things than these. Let Lazarus be- 
lieve that Heaven does not corrupt into maggots, 
and that heroes do not succumb. 

Clough is here, and comes to spend a Sunday 
with me, now and then. Ho begins to have pninls, 
and, if his courage holds out, will liave as many as 

be wants I have written hundreds of pages 

about England and America, and may send them 
to you in print And now be good and write me 
once more, and I think I will never cease to write 
again. And give my homage to Jane Carlyle. 
Ever yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 
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CAELYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 13 May, tS&3. 
Dear Emehson, — The Bight of your handwriting 
vas a real blessing to me, after so long an absti- 
nence. You shall not know all tlie sad reflections 
I have made upon your silence witliin the last jear. 
J never doubted your fidelity of heart ; your genial 
deep and friendly recognition of my bits of merits, 
and my bits of sufTcriii^s, difficulties and obstruc- 
tions ; your forgiveness of my faults ; or in fact 
that you ever would forget me, or cea«e to think 
kindly of me : but it seemed as if practically Old 
Agt had come upon the scene here too ; and aa if 
upon the whole one must make up one's mind to 
know that all this likewise had fallen silent, and 
could be possessed henceforth only on those new 
terms, Alas, there goes much over, year after 
year, into the regions of the Immortals ; inex- 
pressibly beautiful, but also inexpressibly sad. I 
have not many voices to commune with in the 
world. In fact I have properly no voice at all; 
and yours, 1 have often said, was tlie wa/pu 
among my fellow-creatui-es, from which came full 
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response, and discourse of reason ; the toUtude one 
lives in, if one has an; spiritual tliougtit at all, is 
very great in these epochs ! — Tlic truth is, more- 
over, I bought spectacles to myself about two years 
ago (bad print in candle-liglit liavlng fairly become 
troublesome to me) ; much may lie in that ! " The 
buying of your first pair of spectacles," I said to an 
old Scotcli gentleman, " is an important epoch ; 
like the buying of your first razor." — " Yes," an- 
swered he, " but not quite so joyful perhaps ! " — 
— Well, well, I have heard from you again; and 
you promise to be again constant in writing. Shall 
I believe you, this time ? Do it, and shame the 
Devil ! I really am persuaded it will do yourself 
good ; and to me I know right well, and have 
always known, what it will do. The gaunt lone- 
someness of this Midnight Hour, in the ugly 
universal snoring hum of the overfilled deep-sunk 
Posterity of Adam, renders an articulate speaker 
precious indeed ! Watchman, what sayest tljou, 
then? Watchman, what of tlie night? — 

Tour glimpses of the huge unmanageable Missis- 
sippi, of the huge ditto Model Republic, have here 
and there something of the epic in them, — gattz 
nach meinem Sinne. I see you do not dissent from 
me in regard to that latter enormous Plieuomcnon, 
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except on the outer surface, »nd in the way ot 
peaceably instead of «n peaceably accepting the 
Bame. Alas, all the world is a " republic of the 
Mediocrities," and always was; — you may see 
what its " universal suffrage" is and has been, by 
looking into all the ugly mudK)cean (with some 
old weathercocks atop) that now i» : the world 
wholly (if we think of it) is the exact stamp of 
men wholly, and of the aincfreat heart-tongue-and- 
hand " suffrage " they could gire about it, poor 

devila ! I was much struck with Plato, last 

year, and his notions about Democracy : mere 
Latter-Pay Pamphlet laxa et /aeet (read /ceee$, 
if you like) refined into empyrean radiance and 

lightning of the gods ! 1, for my own part, 

perceive the use of all this too, the inevitability of 
all this; but perceive it (at the present hcig^it it 
has attained) to be disastrous withal, to be hor- 
rible and even damnable. That Judas Iscariot 
ebonld come and slap Jesus Christ on the shoulder 
in a familiar manner ; that all hcavcnlicflt noble- 
ness should be flung out into the muddy streets 
there to jostle elbows with alt thickest-skinned 
denizens of chaos, and get itself at every turn 
trampled into the gutters and annihilated : — alas, 
the reeerte of all this was, is, and ever will be, the 
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strenuous effort and most aolenm heart-purpose of 
every good citizen in every country of the world, — 
and will reappear conspicuously as such (in New 
England and in Old, first of all, as I calculate), 
when once this malodorous melancholy " Uncl&- 
Tommery " is got all well put by ! Which will take 
some time yet, I tliiuk. — And so wo will leave it. 

I went to Germany last autumn ; not seeking 
anything very definite ; irather merely flying from 
certain troops of carpenters, painters, bricklayers, 
£c., &c., who had made a lodgment in this poor 
house, and have not even yet got their incalculable 
riot quite concluded. Soi-row on them, — sad no 
return to these poor premises of mine till I have 
quite left ! — In Germany I found but little ; and 
suffered, from six weeks of sleeplessness in Ger- 
man beds, &c., i&c., a great deal. Indeed I seem to 
myself never yet to have quite recovered. The 
Rhine which I honestly ascended from Rotterdam 
to Frankfort was, as I now find, my chief Conquest : 
the beautifulest river in the Earth, I do believe; — 
and my first idea of a World-river. It is many 
fathoms deep, broader twice over tlian the Thames 
here at high water ; and rolls along, mirror-smooth 
(except that, in looking close, you will find ten 
tboosand little eddies iu it), voiceless, swift, with 
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trim banks, through tlic heart of Europe, and of 
the Middle Agca wedded to the Present Age: such 
an image of calmjootcer (to say nothing of its other 
properties) I find I had never acen before. The 
old CiticB too are a little beautiful to me, in spite 
of my state of nerves ; honest, kindly people too, 
but sadly short of our and your deapatck-of-buitnett 
talents, — a really painful defect in the long run. 
I was on two of Fritz's Ba'ttle-ficlds, moreover : Lo- 
bositz in Bohemia, and Kunersdorf by Frankfurt 
on the Oder ; but did not, especially in the latter 
case, make much of that. Schiller's death-chamber, 
Goethe's sad Court-environment ; above all, Lu- 
ther's little room in the Wartburg (I believe I actu- 
ally had tears in my eyes there, and kiesed tlie old 
oak-table, being in a very flurried state of nerves), 
my belief was that under the Canopy there was not 
at present so holy a spot fts that same. Of human 
souls I found none specially beautiful to me at all, 
at all, — such my sad fate ! Of learned professors, 
I saw little, and that little was more than enough. 
Tieck at Berlin, an old man, lame on a Sofa, I did 
lore, aod do ; he la an exception, could I bare 
seen much of him. But on the whole Univertal 
PxtieyUm seemed to me the humor of German, es- 
[)eciallyof Berlin thinkers; — and I had some quite 
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portentous Bpecimens of that kind, — unconBcious 
specimens of four hundred quack power! Truly 
and really the Prussian Soldiers, with their intelli- 
gent silence, with the touches of effective Spar- 
tanism I saw or fancied in them, were the class of 

people that pleased me best, But see, my 

sheet 18 out ! I am still reading, reading, most 
nightmare Books about Fritz ; but as to writing, — 
Ack Gott .' Never, never. — Clough is coming home, 

I hope. Write soon, if you be not enchanted ! 

Yours ever, 

T. Carlti<b. 



EMEBSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 10 Auguat, 1868. 

Mt deab Caklyle, — Your kindest letter, whose 
date I daro not count back to, — perhaps it was May, 
— I have just read again, to be deeply touched 
by its noble tragic tone of goodness to me, not 
without new wonder at my perversity, and terror 
at what both may be a-forging to strike me. My 
slowness to write is a distemper that reaches all 
my correspondence, and not that with yon only, 
though the circumstance is not worth stating, 
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because, if I ceased to write to all the rest, thcro 
would yet be good reasou for writing to yon. I 
believe the reason of this recusancy is the fear 
of disgusting my friends, as with a l>ook open 
always at tlio same page. For I have some t%- 
perieuccs, that my interest in thougiits — and to 
an end, jtcrhaps, ouly of now thoughts and thinliiDg 
— outlasts that of all my reasonable neighbors, 
and offends, no donbt, by unhealthy pcrtinaci^. 
But though rebuked by a daily reduction to an 
absurd solitude, and by a score of disappointmentB 
with intellectual people, and in tbo face of a special 
hell provided for mo in the Swedeiiborg Universe, 
I am yet con6rmed in my madness by the scope 
and satisfaction I find in a conversation once or 
twice in ^I'v^ years, if 80 often ; and so we find or 
pick what we call oup proper path, though it he 
only from stone to stone, or from island to island, 
in a rery rude, stilted, and violent fashion. With 
such solitariness aud frigidities, you may judge 
I was glad to see Clough here, with whom I had 
established some kind of robust working-friendship, 
and who Iiad some great permanent values for me. 
Had he not taken me by surprise and Hed in % 
night, I should have done what I cotdd to block 
his way. I am too sure he will not return. The 
first mouths comprise all the shocks of disappoint- 
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merit that are likely to disgust a new-comer. The 
sphere of opportunity opens slowly, but to a man 
of his abilities and culture — rare enough here — 
with the surcneaa of chemistry. The Giraffe enter- 
ing Paria wore the label, " Eh bien, mt'ssieurs, il 
n'y a qu'une bete de plus!" And Oxonians are 
cheap in London ; but here, the eternal economy 
of sending tilings where they are wanted makes 
a commanding claim. Do not suffer him to relapse 
into London. He had made himself already cor- 
dially welcome to many good people, and would 
have soon made hia own place. He had just estab- 
lished his valise at my house, and was to come — 
the gay deceiver — onco a fortnight for his Sun- 
day ; and his individualities and his nationalitiei 
are alike valuable to mc. I beseech you not to 
commend his unheroic retreat, 

I have lately made one or two drafts on your 
goodness, — which I hate to do, both because yoa 
meet them so generously, and because you never 
give mo an opportunity of revenge, — and mainly 
in the case of Miss Bacon, who has a private 
history that entitles her to high respect, and who 
could Iw helped only by facilitating her ShaJc- 
apeare studies, in which aho has the &uth and ardor 
of a discoverer. Bancroft was to have given her 
letters to Hnllnm. but gave one to Sir H. Ellis. 
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Everett, I believe, gave her one to Mr. Grote ; and 
wlicn I told her what I remembered hearing of 
S]>edding, she was eager to see him ; which access 
I knew not how to secure, except through you. 
She wrote me that she prospers in all things, and 
bad just received at once a summons to meet 
Spedding at your bouse. But do not fancy that I 
send any one to you heedlessly ; for I value your 
time at its rate to nations, and refuse many more 
letters than I give. I shall not send you any more 
people without good reason. 

Your visit to Germany will stand you in stead, 
when the annoyances of the journey are forgotten, 
and, in spite of your disclaimers, I am preparing 
to read your history of Frederic. You are au 
inveterate European, and rightfully stand for your 
polity and antiquities and culture : and I have 
long since forborne to importune you with America, 
OS if it were a humorous repetition of Johnson's 
visit to Scotland. And yet since Thackeray's ad- 
venture, I have often thought how you would bear 
the pains and penalties ; and have painted out 
your march triumphal. I was at New York, lately, 
for a few days, and fell into some traces of Thack- 
eray, who has made a good mark in this couDtry 
by a certain manly blurting out of his opinion in 
Tarious companies, whore so much honesty was 
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rare and useful. I am sorry never once to have 
becQ iu the same town with him whilst he was 
here. I hope to see him, if he comes again. New 
York would interest you, as I am told it did him; 
you both less and more. The " society " there is 
at least self-pleaecd, and its own; it has a con- 
tempt of Boston, and a very modest opinion of 
London. There is already all the play and fury 
that belong to great wealth. A new fortune drops 
into the city every day ; no end is to palaces, none 
to diamonds, none to dinners and suppers. All 
Spanish America discovers that only in the U. 
States, of all tlic continent, ia safe investment ; 
and money gravitates therefore to New York. Tlie 
Southern naphtha, too, comes in as an ingredient, 
and lubricates manners and tastes to that degree, 
that Boston is hated for stiffness, and excellence 
in luxury is rapidly attained. Of course, dining, 
dancing, equipaging, etc. are the exclusive beati- 
tudes, — and Thackeray will not cure us of this 
distemper. Have you a physician that can ? Are 
you a physician, and will you come ? If you will 
come, cities will go out to meet you. 

And now I see I have so much to say to you that 
I ought to write once a month, and I must begin at 
this point again incontinently. Ever yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 
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CABLTLS TO EUERSON. 

Chelska, Lomdox, 9 September, 1851. 

Dbab Emerson, — Your Letter came ten dajB 
ago; very kind, and however late, surely right 
welcome ! You ought to stir yourself up a little, 
and actually begin to speak to me again. If we 
are getting old, that is no reason why we should 
fall silent, and entirely abstruse to ono another. 
Alas, I do not find as I grow older that the num- 
ber of articulate-speaking human souls increases 
around me, in proportion to the inarticulate and 
palavering species I I am often abundantly soli- 
tary in heart ; and regret the old days when we 
used to speak oftener together. 

I have not quitted Town tliia year at all ; have 
resisted calls to Scotland both of a gay and a sad 
description (for the Ashburtona are gone to John 
of Groat's Houbo, or the Scottish TAule, to rusti- 
cate and hunt ; and, alas, in poor old Annandale a 
tragedy seems preparing for me, and the thing I 
have dreaded all my days is perhaps now drawing 
nigli, all mo !) — I felt so utterly broken and dis- 
gusted witli the jangle of last year's locomotion, I 
judged it would be better to sit obstinately still, 




and let my thoughts settle (into sodiment and into 
clearneas, aa it might be) ; and so, in spite of great 
and peculiar noiaes moreover, here I am and re- 
main. London is not a bad place at all in these 
months, — with its long clean Btrects, green parks, 
and nobody in thom, or nobody ono has ever seen 
before. Out of La Trappo, which does not suit a 
Protestant man, there is perhaps no place where 
one can be so perfectly alone. I might study eren : 
but, as I said, there arc noises going on ; a latt 
desperate spasmodic effort of building, — a new 
top-story to the bouse, out of which is to bo made 
one " spacious room " (so they call it, though it ia 
under twenty feet square) where there shall be air 
ad libitum, light from the sky, and no aound, not 
even that of the Crcmorno Cannons, shall find ac- 
cess to me any more ! Such is the prophecy ; may 
the gods grant tt ! We shall see now in about a 
month ; — then adieu to mortar-tubs to all Eter- 
nity : — I endure the thing, meanwhile, as well as 
I can ; might run to a certain rural retreat near 
by, if I liked at any time ; but do not yet : ttie 
worst uproar here is but a trifle to that of Gor- 
man inns, and horrible squeaking, choking railway 
trains ; and one docs not go to seek tliis, thit is 
here of its own will, and for a purpose ! Seriously, 
I had for twelve years had such a sound-proof 
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inaccessible apartment schemed out in my head ; 
and last year, under a poor, belplesB builder, had 
finally given it up : but Clielsea, as Loudon gener- 
ally, swelling out as if it were mad, grows every 
year noisier ; a good builder turned up, and with a 
last paroxysm of enthusiasm I set him to. My 
notion is, lie will succeed ; in which case, it will be 
a great possession to me for the rest of my life. 
Alas, this is not the kind of silence I could have 
coveted, and could once get, — with green fiolda 
and clear skies to accompany it ! But one must 
take such as can be had, — and thank the gods. 
Even HO, my friend. In the course of about a year 
of that garret sanctuary, I hope to have swept 
away much litter from my existence i in fact I am 
already, by dint of mere obstinate quiescence in 
such circumstances as there are, intrinsically grow- 
ing fairly sounder in nerves. What a business a 
poor human being has with those nerves of his, 
with that crazy clay tabernacle of his ! Enough, 
enough; there will be all Eternity to rest in, as 
Arnauld said : " Why in such a fusa, little sir ? " — 
You " apologize " for sending people to me : O 
you of little faith ! Never dream of such a thing : 
nay, whom did you send ? The Cincinnati Lec- 
turer ^ I had provided for with Owen ; they would 
I Kir. O, M. Mitchrll, tlie a- 
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have been glad to hear him, on the Cedar forests, 
on the piga making rattlesnakes into bacon, and the 
general adipocere question, under any form, at the 
Albemarle Street rooms ; — and he never come to 
hand. As for Miss Bacon, wo find her, with her 
modest shy dignity, with her solid character and 
strange enterprise, a real acquisition ; and hope we 
sliall now 8CC more of bcr, now that she has como 
nearer to us to lodge. I have not in my life seen 
anything so tragically quixotle as her Shakspeare 
enterprise : alas, alas, tlicre can be nothing but sor- 
row, toil, and utter disappointment in it for her ! 
I do cheerfully what I can ; — which is far more 
than she agk» of mo (for I have not seen a, prouder 
silent soul) ; — but there is not the least possibility 
of truth in the notion she has taken up : and the 
hope of ever proving it, or finding the least doc- 
ument that countenances it, is equal to that of 
vanquishing the windmills by stroke of lance. I 
am often truly sorry about the poor lady : but she 
troubles nobody with her difficulties, witli her the- 
ories ; she must try the matter to the end, and 
cliaritablc souls must further her so far. 

Clough is settled in liis Oftice ; gets familiarized 
to it rapidly (he says), and seems to be doing welL 
I see little of him hitherto; I did not, and will not, 
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try to iaflueiice him ia his choice of countrieB ; hut 
1 think ho is now likely to continue here, and here 
too he may do us eomo good. Of America, at least 
of New England, I can perceive he has brought 
away an altogether kindly, almogt filial impression, 

— especially of a. certain man who lives in that 
flection of the Earth. More power to his elbow ! — 

— Thackeray has very rarely come atliwart me 
since hie return : he is a big fellow, soul and body ; 
of many gifts and qualities (particularly in the 
Hogarth lino, with a dash of Sterne Buporadded), 
of enormous appetite withal, and very uncertain 
and cliaotic in all points except his outer breeding, 
which ia fixed enough, and perfect according to the 
modern English style. I rather dread explosions 
in his history. A hlg, fierce, weeping, hungry man ; 

not a strong one. Ay de mi .' But I must end, 

I must end. Your Letter awakened in me, while 
reading it, one mad notion, I said to myself, 
" Well, if I live to finish this Frederic impossi- 
bility, or even to fling it fairly into the fire, why 
should not I go, in my old days, and see Concord, 
Yankeeland, and that man again, after all ! " — 
Adieu, dear friend ; all good be with you and 
yours always. 

T. Cakltle. 
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EMERSON TO CABLTLE. 

ConcoKD, U March, 1SB4. 
Mt deae Cabltle, — Tbo sight of Mr. Samuel 
Laurence, the day before yesterday, in New York, 
and of your head among his sketches, set me on 
thinking which had some pain where should be 
only chocr. For Mr. Laurence I hailed his arrival, 
on every account. I wish to see a good man whom 
you prize; and I like to have good Englishmen 
come to America, which, of all countries, after 
their own, has the best claim to them. He prom- 
ises to come and see me, and has begun most pro- 
pitiously in Now York. For you, — 1 have too much 

constitutional regard and , not to feel remorse 

for my shoi't-comings and slow-comings, and I 
remember the maxim which the French stole from 
our Indiana, — and it was worth stealing, — "Let 
not the grass grow on the path of fricndshij)." Ah! 
my brave giant, you can never understand the 
silence and forbearances of such as are not giants. 
To those to whom wo owe affection, let U8 be dumb 
until we arc strong, though we should never bo 
strong. I hate mumped and mcaslcd lovers. I 
hate cramp in all men, — most in myself. 




And yet I should have been pushed to ■write 
without Samuel Laurence ; for I lately looked into 
Jegjiitism, a Latter-Pay Pamphlet, and found why 
you like those papers so well. I' think you have 
cleared your skirts ; it is a pretty good miuority of 
one, enunciating with brilliant malice wliat shall 
be the universal opinion of the next edition of 
mankind. And the sanity was so manifest, that I 
felt that the over-gods had cleared their skirts also 
to this generation, in not leaving themselves with- 
out witness, though without this single voice per- 
haps I should not acquit them. Also I pardon the 
world that reads the book as though it read it not, 
when I see your inveterated hiuuors. It required . 
courage and required conditions that feuilleton- 
ists are not the persons to name or qualify, this 
writing Rabelais in 1850. And to do this alone. 
— You must even pitch your tune to suit yoor- 
self. We must let Arctic Navigators and deep- 
sea divers wear what astonishing coats, and cat 
what meats — wheat or whalo — they like, without 
criticism. 

I read further, sidewise and backwards, tn these 
pamphlets, without exhausting them. I have not 
ceased to think of the great warm heart that sends 
them forth, and which I, with others, sometimca 
tax with satire, and with not being warm enough — 
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for this poor world ; — I too, — though I know its 
meltings to-me-ward. Then I learned that the news- 
papers had announced the death of your mother 
(which I heard of casually on the Rock River, 
Illinois), and that you and your brother John had 
been with lier in Scotland. 1 remembered what 
yon had once and again aaid of her to me, and 
your apprehensions of the event which has come. 
I can well believe you were grieved. The Itest son 
ia not enough a sou. My mother died in my house 
in November, who had lived with me all my life, 
and kept her heart and mind clear, and her own, 
until the end. It is very necessary that we sliould 
have mothers, — we that read and write, — to keep 
U8 from becoming paper, I had found that age 
did not make that she should die without causing 
me pain. In my journeying lately, when I think 
of home the heart is taken out. 

Miss Bacon wrote me in joyful fulness of the 
cordial kindness and aid she had found at your 
hands, and at your wife's ; and I have never thanked 
you, and mucli less acknowledged her copious let- 
ter, — copious with desired dettuls. Clough, too, 
wrote about you, and I have not written to him 
since his return to England. You will see how 
total is my ossification. Meantime I have nothing 
to tell you that can explain this mild palsy. I 
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worked for a timo on my English ^fote8 with a 
view of priating;, but was forced to leave them to 
go read some lectureg in Philndolpliia and some 
Western towns. I went out Northwest to great 
countries which I had not visited before ; rode one 
day, fault of broken railroads, in a sleigh, sixty- 
five miles through the snow, by Lake Michigan, 
(swing how prairies and ook-opcniDgs look in 
winter,) to reach Milwaukee; "the world there 
was done up in large lots," as a settler told me. 
The fanner, as lie is now a colonist and has drawn 
from his local neccsiiitica great doses of enei^, is 
interesting, and makes the heroic age for Wia- 
consin. Ho lives on venison and quails. I was 
made much of, as the only man of the pen 
within fn'e hundred miles, and by rarity worth 
more than venison and qiiaila. 

Greeley of the JViettf York Tribune is the right 
spiritual father of oil this region; ho prints and 
disperses one hundred and ten thousand newspa- 
pers in one day, — multitudes of them in these 
very parts. He had preceded me, by a few days, 
and people had flocked together, coming thirty and 
forty miles to hear him speak ; as was right, for 
he does all their tliiuking and theory for them, for 
two dollars a year. Other than Colonists, I saw no 
man. "There arc no singing birds in the prairie," 
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I truly heard. All the life of the land and water 
had distilled no thought. Younger and better, I 
had no doubt been tormented to read and speak 
their sense for them. Now I only gazed at them 
and their boundless land. 

One good word closed your letter in September, 
whicli ought to have had an instant reply, namely, 
that you might come westward when Frederic was 
disposed of. Speed Frederic, then, for all reasons 
and for this ! America is growing furiously, town 
and state ; new Kansafi, now Nebraska looming 
up in these days, ricious politiciaus seething a 
wretched destiny for them already at Washington. 
The politiciaiia shall bo sodden, the States escape, 
please God ! Tlio fight of sla\'c and freeman 
drawing nearer, the question is sharply, whether 
slavery or whether freedom shall be abolished. 
Come and eee. Wealth, which is always interest- 
ing, for from wealth power refuses to be divorced, 
is on a new scale. Californian quartz mountains 
dumped down in New York to be replied archi- 
tecturally along shore from Canada to Cuba, and 
thence west to California again. John Bull int«r- 
etits you at home, and is all your subject. Come 
and see the Jonathanization of John. What, you 
scorn all this ? Well, then, come and sec a few 
good people, impossible to be seen on any other 
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shore, who heartily and always greet you. There 
is a very serious welcome for you here. And 
I too shall wake from sleep. My wife entreats 
that an invitation shall go from her to you. 

Faithfully yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 



CARLTLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 8 April, 1S54. 
Dear Emerson, — It was a morning not like any 
other which lay round it, a morning to be marked 
white, that one, about a week ago, when your 
Letter came to me ; a word from you yet again, 
after so long a silence ! On the whole, I jjerceive 
you will not utterly give up answering me, but will 
rouse yourself now and then to a word of hiunan 
brotherhood on my behalf, so long as we both con- 
tinue in this Planet. And I declare, the RcavenB 
will reward you ; and as to me, I will be thankful 
for what I get, and submissive to delays and to all 
things: all things are good compared with flat 
want in that respect. It remains true, and will 
remain, what I have often told you, tliat properly 
there is no voice in this world which is completely 
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human to me, which fully understands all I say, 
aad with clear sympathy and sense answers to me, 
bat your voice only. That is a curious fact, and 
not quite a joyful one to me. Tlie solitude, the 
silence of my poor soul, in the centre of tliis roar- 
ing wliirlpool called Universe, is great always, and 
sometimes strange and almost awful. I have two 
million talking bipeds without feathers, close at my 
elbow, too ; and of these it is often hard for me to 
say whctlier the so-called " wise " or the almost 
professedly foolish are the more inexpressibly un- 
productive to me. " Silence, Silence ! " I often say 
to myself : " Be silent, thou poor fool ; and pre- 
pare for that Divine Silence which is now not far!" 

On the whole, write to me wheuevcr you 

can ; and be not weary of well-doing. 

I have had sad things to do and see since I wrote 
to you : the loss of my dear and good old Mother, 
which could not be spared me forever, has come 
more like a kind of total bankruptcy upon mo than 
might have been expected, considering her age and 
mine. Oh those last two days, that last Christmas 
Sunday ! She was a true, pious, brave, and noble 
Uother to me ; and it is now all over ; and the 
Past has all become pale and sad and sacred ; — 
and the all-devouring potency of Death, what we 
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call Death, has never looked so strange, cruel 
unspeakable to me. Nay not cruel altogether, 
me say : huge, profound, untpeakaUe, that is the 
word. — You too have lost your good old Mother, 
who stayed with you like mine, clear to the last: 
alas, alas, it is the oldest Law of Nature ; and it 
comes on every one of us with a strange original- 
ity, as if it had never happened before. — Forward, 
however ; and no more lamenting ; no more than 
cannot be helped. " Paradise is under the shadow 
of our swords," said the Emir : " Forward ! " — 

I make no way in my Prussian History ; I bore 
and dig toilsomely through the unuttcrn blest maas 
of dead rubbish, which is not even English, which 
is German and inhuman ; and hardly from ten tons 
of learned inanity is there to be riddled one old 
rusty nail. For I have been back as far as Pytheaa 
who, first of speaking creatures, beheld the Teu- 
tonic Countries ; and have questioned all manner of 
extinct German shadows, — who answer nothing 
but mumblings. And on the whole Fritz himself 
is not suiliciently divine to me, far from it; and I 
am getting old, and heavy of heart ; — and in short, 
it oftenest seems to me I shall never write any 
word about tliat matter ; and have again fairly got 
into the element of the Ihpossidle. Very well : 
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could I lielp it ? I can at least be honestly sileat ; 
and " bear my indigence with dignity," oh you once 
said. The insuperable difficulty of Frederic is, 
that he, the genuine little ray of Veritable and 
Eternal that was in him, lay imbedded in the pu< 
trid Eighteenth Century, bucIi an Ocean of sordid 
nothingness, shams, and scandalous hypocrisies, as 
never weltered in the world before ; and that in 
everything I can find yet written or recorded of 
him, he still, to all intents and purposes, most 
tragically Hea there ; — and ought not to lie there, 
if any use is ever to be had of him, or at least of 
writing about hira ; for as to Mm, he with his work 
is safe enough to us, far elsewhere. — Pity me, pity 
me ; I know not on what hand to turn ; and have 
such a Chaos filling all my Earth and Hcaren as 
was seldom seen in British or Foreign Literature ! 
Add to which, the Sacred Entity, Literature itself, 
is not growing more venerable to me, but less and 
and ever less : good Heavens, I feel often as if 
there were no madder set of bladders tumbling on 
the billows of the general Bedlam at this moment 
than even the Literary ones, — dear at twojwnco a 
gross, I should say, unless one could annihilate 
tliem by purchase on those easy terms! But do 
not tell this in Gath; let it be a sad family- 
secret. 
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I Bmile, with a kind of grave joy, over your 
American Bpeculationa, and wild dashing portrait- 
ures of things as they are witli you ; and recognize 
well, under your light caricature, the outlines of a 
right true picture, whicli has often made me sad 
and grim in late years. Yes, I consider that the 
" Battle of Freedom and Slavery " is very far from 
ended; and that the fate of poor "Freedom" in 
the quarrel is ver)- questionable indeed ! Alas, 
there is but one Slavery, as I wrote somewhere ; 
and that, I think, is mounting towards a height, 
which may bring strokes to bear upon it again ! 
Meanwhile, patience ; for us there is nothing else 
appointed. — Tell me, however, what has become 
of your Book on England ? We sliall really be 
obliged to you for that. A piece of it went 
through all the Newspapers, some years ago ; 
which was really unique for its quaint kindly in- 
sight, humor, and other qualities; like an etching 
by Hollar or Dilrer, amid the continents of vile 
smearing which are called " pictures " at present. 
Come on, Come on ; give us the Book, and don't 
loiter ! — 

Miss Bacon has fled away to St. Alban'i (the 
Qreat Bacon's place) live or six montlis ago ; and is 
there working out her Shakespeare FroMcm, from 
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the depths of her ova mind, disdainful apparently, 
or desperate and careless, of all evideTice from 
Museums or Archives ; I have not had an answer 
from her since before Christmas, and have now 
lost her address. Poor Lady : I Bometimes silently 
wish she wore safe home again ; for truly there can 
no madder enterprise than her present one be well 

figured, Adieu, my Friend ; I must stop short 

here. Write soon, if you have any charity. Good 
be with you ever. 

T. Carltle. 



EMEKSOS TO CABLYLE. 



>, 17 April, IS5S. 
My DEAii Friend, — On this delicious spring day, 
I will obey tho beautiful voices of the winds, long 
disobeyed, and address you ; nor cloud the hour by 
looking at the letters in my drawer to know if a 
twelvemonth has been allowed to elapse since this 
tardy writing was due. Mr. Everett sent me one 
day a letter he had received from you, containing 
a kind message to mc, wliich gave me pleasure 
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and pain. I returned the letter with thanka, and 
with promises I would sin no more. Instantly, I 
was wliiisked, by " the stormy wing of Fate," out 
of my chain, and whirled, like a dry leaf, tlirough 
the State of New York. 

Now at home again, I read English Newspapers, 
witli all the world, and claim an imaginary privi- 
lege over my comiiutriots, that I revolve therein 
my friend's large part. Ward said to me yesterday, 
that Carlyle's star was daily rising. For C. had 
said years ago, whon all men thought him mad, 
that which the rest of mortals, including the Times 
Newspaper, have at last got near enough to see 
with eyes, and therefore to believe. And one day, 
in Philadelphia, you sliould have heard the wise 
young Philip Randolpli defend you against objec- 
tions of mine. But when I have such testimony, 
I say to myself, the high-seeing austerely exigent 
friend whom I elected, and who elected me, twenty 
years and more ago, finds me heavy and silent, 
when all tlic world electa and loves liim. Yet I 
have not chauged. I have the same pride in bia 
genius, the same sympathy with the Genius that 
governs his, the old love with the old limitations, 
though love and limitation he all untold. And I 
gee well what a piece of Providence he is, how 



I 



Emerson to Carl^le. 



275 



material he iB to the times, vhich must always 
have a boIo Soprano to balance the roar of the 
OrcheBtra. The solo sings the theme; the orches- 
tra roars antagonistically but follows. — And have I 
not put him into my Chapter of "English Spiritual 
Tendencies," with all thankfulness to the Eternal 
Creator, — though the chapter lie imborn iu a 
tnmk? 

'T is fine for us to e:(cuse ourselves, and patch 
with promises. We sliall do as before, and sci- 
ence is a fatalist. I follow, I find, the fortunes of 
my Country, in my privatest ways. An American 
is pioneer and man of all work, and reads up his 
newspaper on Saturday night, as farmers and for- 
esters do. We admire the fj.fya\oy^vx!a, and mean 
to give our boys the grand habit ; but we only 
sketch what they may do. No leisure except for 
the strong, the nimble have none. — I ought to tell 
you what I do, or I ought to have to tell you what 
1 have done. But what can I ? the same conces- 
sion to the levity of the times, the noise of America 
comes again. I have oven nm on wrong topics for 
my parsimonious Muse, and waste my time from 
my true studies. 

England I see as a roaring volcano of Fate, which 
threatens to roast or smother the poor Uterarj 
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Pliuya that coine too near for mere purpose of 
reporting. 

I have even fancied you did me a harm by the 
valued gift of Antony Wood ; — which, and the like 
of which, I take a lotophagous pleasure in eating. 
Yet this is measuring after appearance, measuring 
<m hours and days ; the true measure is quite 
other, for life takes its color and quality not from 
the daj's, hut the dawns. The lucid intervals are 
like drowning men's momenta, equivalent to the 
foregoing years. Beaidea, Nature ««« us. We 
live hut little for ourselves, a good deal for our 
children, and strangcra. Each man is one more 
lump of clay to hold the world together. It is 
in the power of the Spirit meantime to make him 
rich reprisals, — which he confides will somewhere 
be done. — Ah, my friend, you have better things to 
send me word of, than these musings of indolence. 
Is Frederic recreated? Is Frederic the Great? 

Forget my shorfrcomings and write to me. Misa 
Bacon acuds me word, again aitd again, of your 
goodness. Against hope and sight she must be 
makiug a remarkable book. I have a letter from 
her, a few daya ago, written in j>crfect assurance of 
success ! Kindest remembrances to your wife and 
to your brother. Yours faithfully, 

R. W. Emebsoh. 
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CAfiLTLE TO EUEBSON. 

CncLSRA, IS May, 1956.'' 
Dear Emerson, — Last Sunday, Clough was here ; 
and we were speaking about you, (much to your 
discredit, you need not doubt,) and how stingy in 
the way of Letters you were grown ; when, nest 
morning, your Letter itself made its appearance. 
Thanks, thanks. You know not in tlio least, I 
perceive, nor can l>e made to understand at all, how 
indispensable your Letters are to me. How you are, 
and have for a long time been, the one of all the 
sons of Adam who, I felt, completely understood 
what I was saying ; and answered with a truly 
human voice, — inexpressibly consolatory to a poor 
■ man, in his lonesome pilgrimage, towards the even- 
ing of tlie day ! So many voices are not human ; 
but more or less bovine, porcine, canine ; and one's 
soul dies away in sorrow in the sound of them, and 
is reduced to a dialogue with the " Silences," which 
is of a very abstruse nature ! — Well, whether you 
write to mo or not, I reserve to myself tlie privilege 
of writing to you, so long as we both continue iu this 
world ! As the beneficent Presences vanish from 
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me, one after the other, those that remain are tlie 
more precious, and I will not part with them, not 
with the chief of them, beyond all. 

This last year has been a grimmer lonelier one 
with me than any I can recollect for a long time. 
I did not go to the Country at all in summer or 
irinter ; refused even my Christmas at The Grange 
with the Ashburtons, — it was too sod an anniver- 
sary for me ; — I have sat liore in my garret, wrig- 
gling and wrestling on the worst terms with a Task 
that I cannot do, tliat generally seems to me not 
worth doing, and yet muBt be done. These are 
truly the terras, I never had such a business in 
my life before. Frederick himself is a pretty little 
man to me, veracious, courageous, invincible in his 
amall sphere ; but he docs not rise into the empy- 
rean redone, or kindle my heart round liim at all ; 
and his history, upon which there are wagon-loads 
of dull bad books, is the riost dislocated, unman- 
ageably incoherent, altogether dusty, barren and 
beggarly production of tlie modern Muses as given 
hitherto. No man of geniui ever saw him with eyes, 
except twice Mirabeau, for half an hour each time. 
And the wretched Books have no 4fidexf», no pre- 
cision of detail ; and I am far away from Berlin and 
the seat of information; — and, in brief , shall be 
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boaten miserablj with this unwise enterprise in my 
old days ; and (in fine) will consent to be bo, and 
get through it if 1 can before I die. This of obsti- 
nacy is the one quality I still show ; all my other 
qualities (liope, among them) often seem to have 
pretty much taken leave of me ; but it is neces- 
sary to hold by this last. Pray for me ; I will 
complain no more at present. General Washing- 
ton gained the freedom of America — chiefly by 
this respectable quality I talk of ; nor can a 
history of Frederick be written, in Chelsea in 
the year 1855, except as against hope, and by 
planting yourself upon it in an extremely dogged 
manner. 

We are all wool-gathering hero, with wide eyes 
and astonished miiidfi, at a singular rate, since you 
heard last from me ! " Balaklava," I can perceive, 
is likely to be a substantive in the English lan- 
guage henceforth : it in truth expresses compen- 
diously what an earnest mind will experience 
everywhere in English life ; If liis soul rise at all 
above cotton ond scrip, a man has to proaounce it 
all a BiUaklava these many years. A Balaklava 
now y'mlding, mider the pressure of raius and uu- 
expected transit of bea^'^' wagons; champing itself 
down into mere mud-gulfs, — towards the bottom- 
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leas Pool, if some flooring be not found. To me it 
is not intrinsically a new phenomenon, only an ex- 
ti-emely hideous one. Altum SUetUium, what else 
can I reply to it at present ? The Turk War, under- 
taken under pressure of the mere mobility, seemed 
to me an cntcrpriBC worthy of Bedlam from the first ; 
and this method of carrying it on, wttJwut any gen- 
eral, or with a mere sash and cocked-hat for one, ia 
of the same block of stuff. Aeh Gott ! Is not An- 
archy, and parliamentary eloquence instead of work, 
■ continued for half a century everywhere, a beauti- 
ful piece of business? Wo are in alliance with 
Louis Napoleon (a gentleman who has shown only 
houtehreaker qualities hitherto, and is required now 
to show heroic ones, or go to the Devil) ; and under 
Mar^chal Saint-Arnaud (who was once a dan- 
cing-master in this city, and continued a thief in 
all cities), a Commander of the Playactor-Pirate 
description, resembling a General as Alexander 
Dumas does Dante Alighieri, — wc have got into a 

very strange problem indeed ! But there 

is something almost grand in the stubborn thickside 
patience and persistence of this English People ; 
and I do not question but they will work thomselvea 
through in one fashion or another; nay proba- 
bly get a great deal of benefit out of this astoa- 
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ishing slap on the nose to their self-complacency 
before all the world. Tbey have not done yet, I 
calculate, by any manner of means : tbey are, bow- 
ever, admoiiished in an ignominious and convincing 
manner, amid tbe laugliter of nations, that tbey are 
altogether on the wrong road this great while (two 
hmidred years, as I have been calculating often), 
— and I Bhudder to think of the plunging and 
struggle they will have to get into the approxi- 
mately right one again, Pray for them also, poor 

Btupid overfed heavy-laden souls ! 

Before my paper quite end, I must in my own 
name, and that of a select company of others, 
inquire rigorously of K. W. E. why he does not 
give us that little Book on England he has prom- 
ised 80 long ? I am very serious in saying, 1 my- 
self want much to see it ; — and that I can see 
no reason why we all should not, without delay. 
Bring it out, I say, and print it, tale quale. You 
will never get it in the least like what you wish it, 
clearly no ! But I venture to warrant, it is good 
enough, — far too good for the readers that are to 
get it. Such a pack of blockheads, and disloyal 
and bewildered unfortunates who know not their 
right hand from their left, as Ell me with astonish- 
ment, and arc more and more forfeiting all respect 
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from me. Publish the Book, I say; let as have it 

and so have done ! Adieu, rar dear friend, 

for this time. I had a thousand tliiugs more to 
write, hut have wasted my sheet, and must end. I 
will take another before long, whatever you do, 
In my lonely thoughts you are never long absent : 
Valete all of you at Concord ! 

T. Cabltlb. 
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Concord, G Mbv, 18S8, 
Deab CaBltle, — There is no escape from the 
forces of time and life, and we do not write letters 
to the gods or to our friends, but only to attorneys, 
landlords, and tenants. But the planes and plat- 
forms on which all stand remain the same, and we 
are ever expecting the descent of the heavens, which 
is to put U8 into familiarity with the first named. 
When I ceased to writs to you for a long time, I 
said to myself, — If anything really good should 
happen here, — any stroke of good sense or virttw 
in our politics, or of great sense in a book, — I will 
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send it on the instant to the formidable man ; but 
I will not repeat to him every month, -that there 
are no news. Thank me for my resolution, and 
for Iteeping it through the long night. One book, 
last summer, came out in New York, a nondescript 
monster which yet had terrible eyes and buffalo 
strength, and was indisputably American, — which 
I thought to send you ; but the book throve so 
badly with the few to whom I showed it, and want- 
ed good morals so much, that I never did. Yet I 
believe now again, I shall. It is called Leaves of 
OrasB, — was written and printed by a journeyman 
printer in Brooklyn, New York, named Walter 
Whitman ; and after you have looked into it, if 
yon think, as you may, that it is only an auction- 
eer's inventory of a warehouse, yon can light your 
pipe with it. 

By to-morrow's steamer goes Mrs. 

to Liverpool, aud to Switzerland and Germany, 
by the advice of physicians, and I cannot let her 
go without praying you to drop your pen, and 
shut up German history for an hour, and extend 
your walk to her chambers, wherever they may be. 
There '» a piece of republicanism for you to see and 
hear ! That person was, ten or fifteen years ago, 
the loveliest of women, and her speech and man- 
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nera may etill give you eome report of the same. 
She has always lived with good people, and in her 
position is a centre of what is called good society, 
wherein lier large heart makes a certain glory and 
reHucmcnt. She is one of nature's ladies, and 
wheii I hear her tell I know not what stories of her 
friends, or her children, or her pensioners, I find 
a pathetic eloquence which I know not where to 
match. But I suppose you shall never hear it. 
Every American is a little displaced in London, 
and, no doubt, her company has grown to her. Her 
husband is a banker connected in business with 

your , and is a man of elegant genius and 

tast«B, and his house is a resort for fine people. 
Thorwaldacn distinguished Mrs. in Rome, for- 
merly, by his attentions. Powers the sculptor made 
an admirable bust of her; Clougli and Thackeray 
will tell you of her. Jenny Lijid, like the rest, waa 
captivated by her, and was married at her house. 
Is not Henry James in London ? he knows her 
well. If Tennyson comes to London, whilst she is 
there, he should sec her for his " Lays of Good 
"Women." Now please to read these things to the 
wise and kijid cars of Jane Carlyle, and ask her if 
I have done wrong in giving my friend a letter to 
her ? I could not ask more than that each of those 
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ladies might appear to the otlier what each has ap- 
peared to me, 

I saw Thackeray, in the winter, and he aaid he 
vould come and see mo here, in April or May ; but 
he IB still, I believe, in the Soutli and West. Do 
not believe me for my reticency less hungry for 
letters. I grieve at the want and loss, and am 
about writing again, that I may hear from you. 
Ever affectionately yours, 

R. W. EuEitsoN, 



CAHLTLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, 20 JUI7, 185$. 
Dbab Emerson, — Welcome was your Letter to 
me, after the long interval ; as welcome as any 
human Letter could now well be. These many 
montlis and years I have been sunk in what dis- 
astrous vortexes of foreign wreck you know, till I 
am fallen sick and almost broken-hearted, oud my 
life (if it were not tliis one interest, of doing a 
problem which I see to be impossible, and of small- 
ish value if foiuid doable ! ) is burdensome and 
without meaning to me. It ia so rarely I hear the 
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voice of a ma^onimoug Brother Man oddreBSiDg 
any word to me : ninety-nme Imndi'edtha of the 
Letters I get are impertinent clutchinga of me by 
the button, concerning which the one buainess is, 
How to get handsomely loose again; What to say 
that shall soonest end the intrusion, — if saying 
Nothiiig will not be the best way. Which last 
I often in my sorrow have recourse to, at what- 
ever known risks. " We must pay our tribute to 
Time": ah yes, yes; — and yet I will believe, bo 
long as we continue together in this sphere of 
things there will always be a potential Letter com- 
ing out of New England for me, ajid the world 
not fallen irretrievably dumb. — — The best 
is, I am about going ijito Scotland, in two days, 
into deep solitude, for a couple of months beside 
the Solway sea: I absolutely need to have the 
dust blown out of mo, and my mad nerves rested 
(there is nothing else quite gone wrong): this 
unblest Life of Frederick is now actually to get 
along into the Printer's hand; — a good Book being 
impossible upon it, there shall a bad one be done, 
and one's poor existence rid of it: — for which great 
object two months of voluntary torpor arc consid- 
ered the fair preliminary. In another year's time, 
(if the Fates allow me to live,) I expect to have 
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got a great deal of rubbish swept into cliaos again, 
Uuluckj it Bhould over have been dug up, much 
of it! — 

Your Mrs. should have had our best wel- 
come, for the sake of hioi who eent her, had there 
been nothing more : but the Lady never showed face 
at all ; nor could I for a long time get any trace — 
and then it was a most faiut and distant one as if 
hy double reflex — of her whereabout; too distant, 
too difficult for mc, who do not make a call once in 
the sis months lately. I did mean to go in quest 
(never had an address') ; but had not yet rallied for 

the Enterprise, when Mra. herself wrote that 

she had been unwell, that she was going directly 
for Paris, and would see us on her return. So be 
it : — pray only I may not be absent next ! I have 
not seen or distinctly heard of Miss Bacon for a 
year and half past ; I oft«n ask myself, what has 
become of that poor Lady, and wish I knew of her 
being safe among her friends again. I have even 
lost the address (which at any rate was probably 
not a lasting one); perhaps I could find it by the 
eye, — but it is five miles away; and my non-plue- 
ultra for years past is not above half that distance. 
Heigho ! 
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My time ia all up and more ; and Cliaoa come 
again ia Ipng round mo, in tlio shape of "packing" 
in a thousand ahapea ! — Browning ia coming to- 
night to take leave. Do you know Browning at 
all? ITc is abatruse, but worth knowing, — And 
what of the Ditcottrge on England by a certain 
man ? Shame ! We always licar of it again as 
" out " ; and it continues obstioately in. Adieu, 
my friend. 

Ever yours, 

T. Cajiltle. 



CABLYLE TO EMERSON. 

The Gill, Cumuertreeb, AmiAii, K. B., 

28 August, 1856. 

Deab Emerson, — Tour Letter alighted here yeft- 
terday ; ^ like a winged Mercm-y, bringing " airs 
from Heaven" (in a aense) along with hia news. 
I nuderatand very well your indisposition to wntQ ; 
we must conform to it, as to the law of Chronoa 
(oldest of the gods) ; but I will murmur always, 
" It ia Bucli a pity as of almost no other man ! " — 
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Ton are citizen of a " Republic," and perhaps fancy 
yourself republican in an eminent degree : never- 
theless I have remarked there is no man of whom I 
am BO certain always to get something kinglg : — 
and whenever your huge inarticulate America gets 
settled into kingdoms, of the New Model, Gt for 
these Ages which are all upon the Movlt just now, 
and dreadfully like going to the Devil in the inte- 
rim, — then will America, and all nations through 
her, owe the man Emerson a debt, far greater than 
either they or he are in the least aware of at 
present ! That I consider (for myself) to bo an 
aacertaiued fact. For wliich I myself at least am 
tliaukful and liave long been. 

It pleases mo much to know that this English 
[book], so long twinkling in our expectations and 
always drawn back again, is at last verily to appear : 
I wish I could get hold of my copy : tlicre is no 
Book that would suit mc bettor just now. But we 
must wait for four weeks till we get back to Chel- 
sea, — unless I can find some trusty hand to extract 
it from the rubbish that will have accumulated 
there, and forward it by post. You speak as if 
there were something dreadful said of my own 
sacred self in that Book : Courage, my Friend, it 
will he a most miraculous occurrence to meet with 
VOL. 11. 18 
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anything said by you that does me ill ; whetlier 
the immediate taste of it be sweet or bitter, I will 
take it with gratitude, you may depend, — nay even 
with pleasure, what perhaps is still more incredi- 
ble. But an old man deluged for half a century 
with tho brutally uoiiseueical vocables of his fellow- 
creatures (which he grows to regard soon as rain, 
" rain of frogs " or the like, and lifts his umbrella 
against with indifference), — such an old gentle- 
man, I assure you, is grateful for a word that he 
can recognize peremiial sense in ; as in this case 
is his sure hope. And so be the little Book thrice 
welcome ; and let all England understand (as some 
choice portion of England will) that there has not 
been a man talking about us these very many years 
whose words are worth the least attention in com- 
parison. 

" Post passing! " I must end, in mid-course ; 80 
much still untouched upon. Thanks for Sampson 
& Co., and let them go their course upon me. If I 

can see Mrs. about the end of September op 

after, I shall be right glad: — but I fear she will 
have fled before that ? — 

I am here in my native Country, riding, sea- 
bathing, liWng on country diet, — uttering no vord, 
— now into the fifth week ; have had such & " r&- 
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treat " aa no La Trappe hardly could have offered 
me. A " retreat" teitAout eilieet, thistle-matresses ; 
and with titent devotions (if any) instead of block- 

liead spoken ones to the Virgin and others ! 

There is still an Excursion to the Highlands ahead, 
which cannot be avoided ; — tlien home again 
to peine forte et dure. Good be with you always, 
dear friend. 

T. Cablylb. 



CABLTLE TO EMEBSON, 

C&ELSEA, S December, 18GS. 
Deae Emerson, — I am really grieved to have 
hurt the feelings of Mr. Phillips ; ' a gentleman to 
whom I, on my side, had no feelings but those of 
respect and good will! I pray you smooth him 
down again, by all wise methods, into at least good- 
natured indifference to me. He may depend upon 
it I could not mean to irritate him ; there lay no 

1 Tbis refers to » proposed arrangement, which fell through, tor 
tba publiestiou in Ameriis by Messrs. Phillips uid Ssnijison, of 
Boston, of a eoniplrte edition of CarljU's Works, to be priuted from 
the itereotype plat» at the English edition then in course of Issne 
bj Uessrs. Clutpiusn and Hull. 



292 Carole to Emerson. 

gain for me in that! Nor is there anything of bnsi- 
11088 left now between us. It is doubly aud trebly 
evident thoao Stereotype Plates are not to him 
wortli their prime eost hero, still less, their prime 
cost plus any vestige of definite motive for me to 
concern myself in them: — whereupon the Project 
falls on its face, and vanishes forever, with apolo- 
gies all romid. For as to that other method, that 
ia a game I never thought, and never should think 
of playing at ! 

You may also tell him this little Biographical 
fact, if you think it will any way help. Some ten 
or more years ago, I made a similar Bargtun with a 
New York House (known to you, and now I believe 
extinct) : " 10 " or something " per cent," of selling 
price on the Copies Printed, was to bo my return 
— not for four or five hundred pounds money laid 
out, but for various things I did, which gratis 
would by no means have been done ; in fine, it wa* 
their own Offer, made and accepted in due form [ 
"10 per cent on the copies printed." 

And how many were "printed," thinks Mf, 
Phillips 7 I saw one set; dreadfidly ugly Books, 
errors in every page ; — and to this hour I hare 
never hoard of any other! The amount remains 
uro net ; and it would appear there was simplj 
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one copy " printed," the ugly one sent to myself, 
which I inatantly despatched again somewhither! 
On second thought perhaps you had better not tell 
Mr. Phillips this story, at least not in this way. 
Mis uitegrity I would not even question by insinua- 
tion, nor need I, at the point where we now are, I 
perceive he sees in extraordinary brilliauey of illu- 
tnination his own side of the bargain ; and thinks 
me ignorant of several things which I am well 
enough informed about. In brief, make a perfect 
peace between us, friend, and man of peace ; and 
let the wampums be all wrapped up, and especially 
the tomahawks entirely buried, and the thing end 
forever ! To you also I owe apologies ; but not to 
you do I pay them, knowing from of old what you 
are to me. Enough, enough ! 

I got your Book by post in the Iligblands ; and 
had sucli a day over it as falls rarely to my lot ! 
Not for seven years and more have I got hold of 
such a Book ; — Book by a real man, with eyes in 
his head ; nobleness, wisdom, humor, and many 
other tilings, in the heart of him. Such Books do 
not turn up often in the decade, in the century. In 
fact I believe it to bo wortli all the Books ever 
written by New England upon Old. Fraidtlin might 
have written such a thing (in his own way) ; no 
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other Bince ! We do very well with it Iiere, and the 
wise part of us heit. That Chapter ou the Church 
19 inimitable ; " the Bishop asliing a troublesome 
gentleman to take wine," — you should see the 
kind of p'hi it awakens hero on our best kind 
of faces. Excellent the manner of that, and the 
matter too dreadfully true in every part. I do not 
much seize your idea in regard to " Literature," 
though 1 do details of it, and will try again. Ghid 
of that too, even in its half state ; not " sorry " at 
any part of it, — you Sceptic ! On the whole, write 
again, and ever again at greater length : there lies 
your only fault to me. And jet 1 know, that also 
is a right noble one, and rare in our day. 

my friend, save always for me some comer in 
your memory ; I am very lonely in these months 
and years, — sunk to the centre of the Earth, like 
to be throttled by the Pythons and Mudgods in 
my old days ; — hut shall get out again, too ; and 
be a liettcr boy ! No " hurry " equals mine, and it 
is in pcrmauence. 

Youra ever, 

T. CiBLrLE. 



to Carlyh. 



EMEESON TO CARLTLE. 

CoMcoitD, 17 Maj, 1BS8. 
My DEiR Cabltle, — I Bee iio way for you to 
avoid the Americaus but to come to America. For, 
first or last, we are all embarkiug, and all ateering 
straight to your door. Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Long- 
worth of Cincinnati are going abroad on their trav- 
els. Possibly, the name is not quite unknown to 
you. Their father, Nicholas Longworth, is one of 
the founders of the city of Cincinnati, a bigger 
town than Boston, where he is a huge land lord and 
planter, and patron of sculptors and painters, And 
his family are most favorably knowu to all dwellers 
and strangers, in the Ohio Valley, a8 people who 
have well used their great wealth. His chief merit 
is to have introduced a systematic culture of the 
wine-grape and wine manufacture, by the imports 
ing and settlement of German planters in that 
re^on, and tlie trade is thriving to tlie general 
benefit. His son Joseph is a well-bred gentleman 
of literary tastes, whose position and good heart 
make him largely hospitable. His wife is a very 
attractive and excellent woman, and they are good 
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friendB of mine. It seems I have at some former 
time told her that, when she went to England, she 
should see you. And they are going abroad, soon, 
for the first time. If you are in Loudon, you must 
be seen of them. 

Dut I hailed even this need of taxing once more 
your often taxed courtesy, as a means to break ap 
my long contumacy to-you-ward. Pleaae let not the 
wires be rusted out, so that we cannot weld them 
again, and let mc feci the subtle fluid streaming 
strong. Tell me what is become of Frederic, 
for whose appearance I have watched every week 
for months ? I am bett«r ready for him, since on© 
or two books about Voltaire, Maupcrtuis, and coo^ 
pany, fell in my way. 

Yet that book will not come which I most wish to 
read, namely, the culled results, the qninteasence of 
private conviction, a liber veritatia, a few sentences, 
hints of the final moral you drew from so mncli 
penetrating inquest into past and present men. All 
writing is necessitated to bo exoteric, and written 
to a human should instead of to the terrible u. 
And I say this to you, because you aro the truest 
and bravest of writers. Every writer is a skater, 
who must go partly where he would, and partly 
where the skates carry him ; or a sailor, who can 
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only land where sails can be safely blown. The 
variations to be allowed for in the survejor'a com- 
pass arc nothing like ao large as those that must 
be allowed for in every book. And a friendship of 
old gentlemen who have got rid of many illusions, 
survived their ambition, and blushes, and passion 
for euphony, and surface harmonies, and tender- 
ness for their accidental literary stores, but have 
kept all their curiosity and awe touching the prob- 
lems of man and fate and the Cause of causes, — a 
friendship of old gentlemen of this fortune is look- 
ing more comely and profitable than anything I 
have read of love. Such a dream flatters my inca- 
pacities for conversation, for we can all play at 
monosyllables, who camiot attempt the gay pictorial 
panoramic styles. 

So, if ever I hear that you have betrayed the 
first symptom of age, that your back is bent a 
twentieth of au incti from the perpendicular, I sliall 
hasten to believe you are shearing your prodigal 
overgrowths, and are calling in your troops to the 
citadel, and I may come in the hrst steamer to drop 
in of evenings and hear the central mouosyllabtes. 

Be good now again, and send mc quickly — 
though it bo the shortest autograph certificate of ' 

> Tlie and of this litter ii lost. 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsea, i Juno, 1858. 
Dear Emehsoh, — Glad indeed I am to hear of 
yon on any termB, on any subject. For the last 
eigliteen months I hare pretty much ceased all hu- 
man correspondence, — writing no Not« that was 
not in a sense wrung from me ; my one society the 
NightmaTfi (Prussian and other) all that while : — 
but often and often the image of you, and the 
thoughts of old days between us, has risen sad 
upon me ; and I have waited to get loose from the 
Nightmares to appeal to you again, — to edacious 
Time and you. Most likely in a couple of weeks 
you would Iiave heard from me again at any rate. — 
Your friends shall be welcome to me ; no friend of 
yours can be other at any time. Kor in fact did 
anybody ever sent by you prove other than pleosfint 
in this house, so pray no apologies on that small 
score. — If only these Cincinnati Patricians can 
find me liere when they come ? For I am off to 
the deepest solitudes discoverable (native Scotland 
probably) bo soon as I can shake the final tag- 
ragB of Printer people ofiE me ; — " surely within 
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three weeks now!" I say to myeelf. But I shall 
be back, too, if all proBper ; aiid your Longworths 
will be back ; and Madam will stand to her point, I 
hope. 

That book on Friedrich of Prussia — first half 
of it, two Bwolu unlovely volumes, which treat 
mainly of his Fatlicr, Ac, and leave him at his ac- 
ceBslon — is just getting out of my hands. One 
packet moi-e of Proofs, and I have done with it, — 
thanks to all the gods ! No job approaching in 
ugliness to it was ever cut out for me ; nor had 
I any motive to go on, except the sad negative one, 
" Shall we be beaten in our old days, tlicn ? " — But 
it has thoroughly humbled me, — trampled me 
down into the mW, there to wrestle with the ac- 
cumulated stupidities of Mankind, German, English, 
French, and other, for all have borne a hand in 
these sad centuries ; — and here I emerge at last, 
not killed, but almost as good. Seek not to look at 
the Book, — nay in fact it is " not to be published 
till September " (so the man of affairs settles with 
me yesterday, " owing to the political 4c., to the 
season," A-c.) ; my only stipulation was that in ten 
days I should be utterly out of it, — not to hear of 
it again till the Day of Judgment, and if possible 
not even tbeu ! In fact it is a bad book, poor, mis- 
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shapcn, feeble, nearly worthlees (Uiaiiks to 
geiieriitioD3 and to mo) ; aud my ono excuse 
/ could not make it better, all the vorld liaring 

played siicli a game with it. Well, well ! How 

true is that that you say about the skater ; and the 
rider too depending on Iiis vebicleB, on liis roads, 
on his et ceteras ! Dismally true hare I a thou- 
sand times felt it, in these late operations ; never in 
any so much. And in short the business of writing 
has altogether become contemptible to me ; and I 
am become confirmed in tlio notion that nobody 
ought to write, — unless sheer Fate force him to 
do it; — aad then he ought (if not of the mounte- 
bank genus) to beg to bo shot rather. That is de- 
liberately my opinion, — or far nearer it than you 
will believe- 
Once or twice I caught some tone of you in some 
American Magazine ; utterances highly noteworthy 
to me ; in a sense, the only thing that ie speech at 
all among my fellow-creatures in this time. For 
the years that remain, I suppose we must continue 
to grumble out some occasional utterance of that 
kind : what can wo do at this late stage ? But in 
the real " Model Republic," it would have been dif- 
ferent with two good boys of this kind ! — 
Though shattered and trampled down to an im- 
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mense degree, I do not thint any bones are broken 
yet, — though age truly is here, and you may en- 
gage your berth in the steamer whenever yon like. 
In a few montlis I expect to be sensibly improved ; 
but my poor Wife suffers sadly the last two winters ; 
and I am much distressed by that item of our af- 
fairs. Adieu, dear Kmersou : I have lost many 
things ; let me not lose you till I must in some 
way! 

Yours ever, 

T. Cabltle. 

P. S. If you read the Nowspapcra (which I care- 
fully abstain from doing) ttiey will babble to you 
about Dickens's " Separation from Wife," &c., Ac. ; 
fact of Separation 1 believe is true ; but all the rest 
is mere lies and nonsense. No crime or misde* 
meaner spcciliablc on either side ; unhappy to- 
gether, these good many years past, and tbcy at 
length end it. Sulzer said, "Men are by na- 
ture good." " Ach, mein lieber Sulzer, Er kennt 
nicht diese vordammte Race," ejaculated Fritz, at 
hearing such an axiom. 
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EMEHSON TO CARLYLE." 

Concord, 1 Ma^, 18S9, 
Dear Caelylb, — Some three weekB ago came 
to mc a note from Mr. Haven of Worcester, an- 
nouncing the arrival there of " King Friedrich," 
and, after a fortnight, the good book came to my 
door. A week later, your letter arrived. 1 was 
Iieartily glad to get the crimaon Book itself. "I 
bad looked for it with the first ships. As it came 
not, I had made up my mind to that hap also. It 
was quite fair : I had disentitled myself. He, the 
true friend, Iiad evcrj- right to punish me for my 
sluggish contumacy, — backsliding, too, after peni- 
tenco. So I read with resignation our blue Ameri- 
can reprint, and 1 enclose to you a leaf from my 
journal at the time, which leaf 1 read afterwards in 
one of my lectures at the Music Hall in Boston. 
But the book came from the man himself. He did 
not punish me. He is loyal, but royal as well, and, 

' This letter Btid the Eitimot from tha DEiiy ire printed from ■ 
copj of t)ie original supplied to me by the kindness of Mr. AlexMi- 
der IrvUnil, vho Rrit printed a portion of Ebo lotter in bis " Ralph 
Waldo Emprson, a Biographical Sketch," I*ndon. 1883. One or 
two words misaiiig in the cop;' are inserlod Trom the rongh disfti 
which, a« usual, varies in minor poiata from the letter a» sent. 
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I hare always noted, has a whim for dealing en 
grand monarque. The book came, with its irresist- 
ible inscription, bo that I am all tenderness and all 
but tears. The book too is sovereignly written. I 
think you the true inventor of the stereoscope, as 
having exhibited that art in style, long before wc 
had heard of it in drawing. 

The letter came also. Every child of mine knows 
from far that handwriting, and brings it home with 
speed. I read without alarm the pathetical liintK 
of your sad plight in the German labyrinth, t 
know too well what invitations and assurance 
brought you in there, to fear any lack of guides 
to bring you out. More presence of mind and easy 
change from the microscopic to the telescopic view 
does not exist. I await peacefully your issue from 
your pretended afHictions. 

What to tell you of my coop and byre ? Ah ! 
you are a very poor fellow, and must bo left with 
your glory. You hug yourself on missing the illu- 
sion of children, and must be pitied as having one 
glittering toy the less. I am a victim all my days 
to certain graces of form and behavior, and can 
never come into equilibrium. Now I am fooled by 
my own young people, and grow old contented. 
The heedless children suddenly take the keenest 
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hold on life, and foolish papas cling to the world 
on their account, as never on their own. Out of 
sjmpathy, wo make believe to value the prises of 
their ambition and hope. My two girls, pupils 
once or now of Agassiz, are good, healthy, appre- 
hensive, decided young people, who love life. My 
boy divides hia time between Cicero and cricket, 
knows hia boat, the birds, and Walter Scott — 
Terse and prose, through and through, — and will 
go to College next year. Sam Ward and I tickled 
each other the other day, in looking over a very 
good company of young people, by finding in the 
new comers a marked improvement ou their par- 
ents. There. I flatter myself, I see some emerging 
of our people from the prison of their politics. Tho 
insolvency of slavery shows and stares, and w© 
shall perhaps live to see that putrid Black-vomit 
extirpated by mere dying and planting. 

I am so glad to find myself speaking once more 
to yon, that I mean to persist in the practice. Be 
as glad as you have been. Ton and I shall not 
know each other on this platform aa long as we 
have known. A correspondence even of twenty- 
five years should not he disused unless through 
some fatal event. Life is too short, and, with all 
our poetry and morals, too indigent to allow each 
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eacrifices. Eyes bo old and wary, and vhich have 
learned to look on so rauch, are gathering an 
hourly harvest, — and I cannot spare what on 
noble terms is offered me. 

With congratulations to Jane Carlyle on the 
grandeur of the Book, 

Tours affectionately, 

R. W. EMERSorr. 



ErrHACT FROM DiART.' 

Herb has come into the country, three or four 
months ago, a History of Frederick, infinitely the 
TitticBt book that ever was written, — a book that 
one would think the English people would rise up 
in mass and thank the author for, by cordial ac- 
clamation, and signify, by crowning him with oak- 
leavcB, tlieir joy that such a head existed among 
them, and sympathizing and rauch-rcading Amer- 
ica would mako a new treaty or send a Minister 
Extraordinary to offer congratulation of honoring 
delight to England, in acknowledgment of this 
donation, — a book holding so many memorable 
and heroic facts, working directly on practice ; 
with new heroes, things unvoiced before; — the 

> In the tint edition, this extract wui printed from the origiiul 
Diftry ; it U DOW printed accordiog to the copj sent abroad. 
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German Plutarch (now that we have exhausted the 
Greek and Roman and British Plutarchs), with a 
range, too, of thought and wisdom so large and so 
elastic, not so much applying as inosculating to 
every need and sensibility of man, that we do not 
read a stereotype page, rather we see the eyes of 
the writer looking into om-s, mark his behavior, 
humming, chuckling, with undor-tonca and trumpet- 
tones and shrugs, and long-commanding glances, 
Btcreoscoping every figure that passes, and every 
hill, river, road, hummock, and pebble in the long 
perspective. With its wonderful new system of 
mnemonics, whereby great and insignilicant men 
are incfFaceahly ticketed and marked and modelled 
in memory by what they were, had, and did ; and 
withal a book that is a Judgment Day, for its 
moral verdict on the men and nations and manners 
of modern times. 

And this book makes no noise ; I have hardly 
seen a notice of it in any newspaper or journal, and 
you would think there was no such book. I am 
not aware that Mr. Bucliauan has scut a special 
messenger to Great Cheyne Row, Chelsea, or that 
Mr. Dallas lias been instructed to assure Mr. Car- 
lylc of his distinguished consideration. But the 
secret wits and hearts of men take note of It, not 
the less surely. They have said nothing lately in 
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C praise, of the air, or of fire, or of the blessing of 
love, and yet, I Buppose, they are sensible of these, 
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EMESSON TO CARLTLE. 

Concord, is April, 1860. 

Mt dear Cahltle, — Can booksellers break the 
seal which the gods do not, and put me in com- 
munication again with the loyalcst of men ? On 
the ground of Mr. Wight's honest proposal to give 
you a benefit from his edition,^ I, though unwilling, 
allowed him to copy the Daguerro of your head. 
The publishers ask also some expression of your 
good will to their work 

1 commend you to the gods who love and up- 
hold you, and who do not like to make their great 
gifts vain, but teach us that the best life-insiiranco 
IB a great task. I hold you to be one of those to 
whom all is permitted, and who carry the laws 
in their hand. Continue to be good to your old 
friends. 'T is no matter whether they write to 

> Mr. 0. W. Wight ot New York, «n upright " aWe editor," who 
hod joBt ninde airangcnients for tbe |mblicution of a very utuTw- 
lory edition of Carlyle'B UiscellBttdOUB Essnf ^ 
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yon or not. If not, they save your time. When 
Friedrich is onco despatched to gods and men, 
there vas once some talk that you should como 
to America! You shall have an ovation such, 
and on such sincerity, as none have had. Ever 
affectionately yours, 

R. W, Ehebson. 

I do not know Mr. Wight, but he sends his open 
letter, which I fear is already old, for me to write 
m : and I will not keep it, lest it lose another 



CARLTLE TO EMERSON. 

Chblbca, London, SO April, 1S60. 
Dear Euerson, — It is a special favor of Heaven 
to me that I hear of you again by this accident ; 
and am made to answer a word de ProfundiB. It 
ia constantly among the fairest of the few hopea 
that remain for mc on the other side of this Stygian 
Abyss of a Friedrich (should I ever get Uirough it 
olive) that I thall then begin writing to yon again, 
who knows if not see you in the body before quite 
taking wing ! For I feel always, what I have some- 
times written, that there is (in a sense) but one 
completely human voice to me in the world ; and 



CarbfU to Emerson. 



309 



that you are it, and have been, — thanks to you, 
wliether you apeak or not ! Let me Boy also, vhile 
I am at it, that the few ■words you sent me about 
those first Two volumes are present with me in the 
far more frightful darkncsaea of tlieee last Two ; and 
indeed are often almost my one encouragement. 
That is a faet, and not exaggerated, though you 
think it is. I read some criticisms of my wretched 
Book, and hundreds of others I in the gross refused 
to read ; they were in praise, they were in blame ; 
but not one of them looked into (lie eyes of the 
object, and in genuine human fashion responded to 
its human strivings, and recognized it, — completely 
right, though with generous exaggeration ! That 
was well done, I can tell you : a human voice, far 
out iu the waste deeps, among the inarticulate sea- 
krakens and obscene monsters, loud-roaring, in- 
expressibly ugly, dooming you as if to eternal 
solitude by way of w^ea, — " hath exceeding much 
refreshment in it," as my friend Oliver used to say. 
Having not one spare moment at present, I will 
answer to you only the whole contents of that let- 
ter ; you in your charity will convey to Mr. Wight 
what portion belongs to bim. Wight, if you have 
a chance of him, is worth knowing ; a genuine bit 
of metal, too thin and ringing for my tastes (ham- 
mered, in fact, upon the Yankee anvils), but recog- 
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nizablj of steel and with a keen fire-edge. Pray 
Bignify to liim that he lias done a thing agreeable 
to me, and that it will be pleasant if I find it will 
not hurt him. Profit to me out of it, except to 
kc?ep his own soul clear and Bound (to his own 
sense, aa it always will he to mine), is perfectly 
indiiferent ; and on the whole I thank him heartily 
for showiug me a chivalrous human brother, in- 
stead of the usual Tutturous, malodorous, and much 
avoidable phenomenon, in Transatlantic Bibliopoly! 
This is accurately true ; and bo far as his puh- 
lisher and he can extract encouragement from this, 
in the face of vested interests which I cannot judge 
of, it is theirs without reserve 

Adieu, my friend ; I have not written so much in 
the Letter way, not, I think, since you lust heard of 
me. In my dcs])air it often seems as if I should 
never write more ; but be sunk here, and perish 
miserably in the most undoable, least worthy, most 
disgusting and heart-breaking of all the labors I 
ever had. But perhaps also not, not quite. In 

which case 

Yours ever truly at any rate, 

T. Carlyle. 

No time to re-read. I suppose you can de- 
cipher. 
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CARLTLE TO EHEBSON. 



Cbei^ea, 39 Jaouarj, I8S1. 

Dear Emehson, — The sight of my hand-writing 
will, I know, be welcomo again. Though I literally 
do not writ« the Bmallest Note once in a month, or 
converse with anj-thing but Prussian Nightmares 
of a hideous [nature], and with my Horse (who 
is human in comparison), and with my poor Wife 
(who is altogetlior human, aud heroically cheerful 
to me, in her poor weak state), — I must use the 
live minutes, which have fallen to me to-day, in 
acknowledgment, dite by all laws terrestrial and 
celestial, of the last Book' that has come from 
you. 

I read it a great while ago, mostly in sheets, and 
again read it in the finely printed form, — I can 
t«ll you, if you do not already gucas, witli a satis- 
faction given me by tho Books of no other living 
mortal. I predicted to your English Bookseller a 
great sale even, reckoning it the best of all your 
Books. What tho sale was or is I nowhere learned; 
but the basis of my prophecy remains like the 

• "The Conduct of Life." 
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rocks, and will remain. Indeed, except from my 
Brother John, I have heard no criticism that had 
much rationality, — some of thera incredibly irra- 
tional (if that matter had not altogether become 
a barking of doga among ua) ; — but I always be- 
lieve there are in the mute state a great number 
of thinking English souls, who can recognize a 
Thinker and a Saycr, of pereimially human type, 
and welcome him as the rarest of miracles, Id 
*' such a spread of knowledge " aa there now is : — 
one English soul of that kind there indubitably is ; 
and I certify hereby, notarially if you like, that such 
is emphatically his view of the matter. You have 
grown older, more pungent, piercing ; — I never road 
from you before such liglitniug-gleams of meaning 
as are to be found here. The finale of all, that of 
" niusiono " falling on ua like snow-showers, but 
again of " the goda sitting steadfast on their 
thrones " all the while, — wliat a Fiat Lux is 
there, intfl the deeps of a philosophy, which the 
vulgar has not, which hardly three men living 
kaoe, yet dreamt of! Well done, I say; and 80 
let that matter rest. 

I am still twelve months or so from the end of 
my Task ; very imcertain often whether I coo, 
even at this snail's pace, bold out so long. In my 
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life I was never worn nearly so low, and seem 
to get weaker monthly. Courage ! If I do get 
through, you shall hear of me again. 
Toura forever, 

T. Cabltle. 



CLXVm. 
EMEESON TO CARLYLE. 

CoscoRD, IS April, 1861, 
Mr DEAR Carltle, — .... I hare to thank 
you for the cordial note which brought me joy, 
many weeks ago. It waa noble and welcome in all 
but its boding account of yourself and your task. 
But I have had experience of your labors, and these 
deplorations I have long since learned to distrust. 
We have settled it in America, as I doubt not it 
is settled in England, tliat Frederick is a history 
which a beneficent Providence is not very likely to 
interrupt. And may every kind and tender influ- 
ence near you and over you keep the best head in 
England from all harm. 

AEEectionately, 

B. W. ElCEBSON. 
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CoscoBU, 8 December, 18G2. 
Mt deab Feiend, — Long ago, as sooq as swift 
steamers could bring the new book across the sea, 
I received tiie tiiird volumo of Friedrick, with yonr 
autograph inscription, and read it with joy. Not a 
word weut to the beloved author, for I do not write 
or think. I would wait perliapa for happier days, 
as our President Lincoln will not even emancipate 
slaves, until on the heels of a victory, or the sem- 
blance of such. But he waited in vain for his 
triumph, nor dare I in my heavy mouths expect 
bright days. The book was heartily grateful, and 
square to the author's imperial scale. You have 
lighted the glooms, and engineered away the pita, 
whereof you poetically pleased yourself with com- 
plaining, in your sometime letter to me, clean out 
of it, according to the high Italian rule, and have 
let sunshine and pure air enfold tlie scene. First, 
I read it lionestly through for the history; then I 

I Portions of this and of tho fulIoKiag letter of EmeisoD hare 
bLKQ limited by Mr. Aloxandcr Irolaud in liu " Ralph Waldo Em- 
cnoD : KecoIlecttoiuDf hia Vlaiu to England," &c. London, 1S83. 
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pause and speculate 011 the Muse that inspires, and 
the friend that reports it. 'Tia sovereignly written, 
above all literature, dictating to all mortals what 
they shall accept as fated and final for their salva- 
tion. It 18 Mankind's Bill of Rights and Duties, 
the royal proclamation of Intellect ascending the 
throne, ajinouncing its good pleasure, that, here- 
after, a» heretofore, and now once for all, the World 
shall be governed by Common Sense and law of 
Morals, or shall go to ruin. 

But the manner of it! — the author sitting as 
Demiurgus, trotting out his manikins, coaxing and 
bantering tlicra, amused with their good performance, 
patting them on the back, and rating the naughty 
dolU when tliey misbehave; and communicating his 
mind ever in measure, just as much as the young 
public can understand ; hinting the future, when it 
would be useful; recalling now and then illustrative 
antecedents of tlie actor, impressing the reader that 
he is in possession of the entire history centrally 
seen, that hia investigation lias been exhaustive, 
and that he descends too on the petty plot of Prus- 
sia from higher and cosraical sur^-eys. Better I 
like the sound sense and the absolute independence 
of the tone, which may put kings in fear. And, as 
the reader shares, according to his intelligence, the 
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haughty eoup d'ail of this genius, and ahares it 
with delight, I recommend to all governorB, Eng- 
lish, French, Austrian, and other, to double their 
guards, and look carefully to the censorship of the 
press. I find, as ever in your books, that one man 
has deserved well of maDkiud for restoring the 
Scholar's profession to its highest use and dignity.' 
I find also that you are very wilful, and have made 
a covenant with your oyes that they shall not see 
anything you do not wish they shonld. But I was 
heartily glad to read somewhere that your book 
wag nearly fmit>hcd in the mauuscrijit, for I could 
w^h you to sit and tasto your fame, if that were 
not contrary to law of Olympus. My joints ache to 
think of your rugged labor. Now that you have 
conquered to yourself such a huge kingdom among 
men, can yon not give yourself breatJi, and chat a 
little, an Emeritus in the eternal university, and 
write a gossiping letter to an old American friend 
or so ? Alas, 1 own that I have no right to say 
this last, — I who write never. 
Here we read do books. The war is our sole 

1 Aa long brfore la 18J3 Emenon wrote in hia Diary : "Cutyl* 
in Ilia new baik" {Pailanil Praent), "sa everywhere, isacoOtiDUar 
of tlif ^^eat line of suhokra in the world, of Horace, Varro, Plinji 
Enumiu, Sculigcr, Millon, sad well snatoitu their oSi-e in txaplm 
cradit and booor." 
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and doleful instmctor. All our bright young men 
go into it, to be misused and sacrificed hitherto by 
incapable leaders. One lesson they all learn, — to 
hate slavery, teterrima causa. But the issue does 
not yet appear. We must get ourselves morally 
right. Nobody can help us. 'Tis of no account 
what England or Prance may do. Unless backed 
by our profligate parties, their action would be 
nugatory, and, if so backed, the worst. But even 
the war is better than the degrading and descend- 
ing politics that preceded it for decades of years, 
and our legislation has made great strides, and if 
we can stave off that fury of trade which rushes 
to peace at the cost of replacing tlie South in tlie 
itatuf ante bellum, we can, with something more of 
courage, leave the problem to another score of 
years, — free labor to fight with the Beast, and 
see if bales and barrels and baskets cannot find 
out that they pass more commodiously and surely 
to their ports tlirough free bands, than through 
barbarians. 

I grieved that the good Clongh, the generous, 
susceptible scliolar, should die. I read over his 
Bothle again, full of the wine of youth at Oxford. 
I delight in Matthew Arnold's fine criticism in two 
little books. Give affectionate remembrances from 
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me to Jane Carlyle, whom 'a happiness 

and accurate reporting restored to me In brightest 
image. 

Always faitlif ully yours, 

R. W. Emerson. 



CARLYLE TO EMERSOS. 



CHELStA, 8 Marcli, 1SG4. 

Dear Emerson, — This will be delivered to you 
by the Hon, Lyulph Stanley, an excellent, intelligent 
young gentleman whom I have known ever since 
hia infancy, — his father and mother being among 
my very oldest friends in London ; " Lord and 
Lady Stanley of Alderley " (not of Knowesley, but 
a cadet branch of it), whom perhaps you did not 
meet while here. 

My young Friend ia coming to look with his own 
eyes at your huge and hugely travailing Country ; 
— and 1 think will agree with you, better than he 
docs with me, in regard to tliat lateat phenomenon. 
At all events, he regards " Emerson " as intelli- 
gent Englishmen all do ; and you will please me 
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much by giving him your friendliest reception and 
furtherance, — which I can certify that lie deserves 
for his own sake, not counting mine at all. 

Probably ke may deliver you the Vol. IV, of 
Frederic ; he will tell you our news (part of which, 
what regards my poor Wife, is very bad, though 
God be thanked not yet the worst) ; — and, in 
some six months, he may bring me back some 
human tidings from Concord, a place which always 
mhabits my memory, — though it is so dumb 
latterly ! 

Tours ever, 

T. Cabltle. 



EMEHSON TO CARLTLE. 

CoscOBD, 26 September, 1884. 
Deak Cabltle, — Your friend, young Stanley, 
brought me your letter now too many days ago. 
It contained heavy news of your household, — yet 
such as in these our autumnal days we must await 
with what firmness we can. I hear with pain that 
your Wife, whom I have only seen beaming good- 
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ness and intelligence, has suffered and suffers so 
seyerelj. I recall mj first visit to yoor honse, 
when I pronounced jon wise and fortunate in reUr 
tions wherein best men are often neither wise nor 
fortonate. I had already heard nimors of her 
serious illness. Send me word, I praj yon, that 
there is better health and hope. For the rest, the 
Colonna motto would fit your letter, ^ Though sad, 
I am strong." 

I had received in July, forwarded by Stanley, on 
his flight through Boston, the fourth Volume of 
Friedrich^ and it was my best reading in the sum- 
mer, and for weeks my only reading. One fact 
was paramoimt in all the good I drew from it, that 
whomsoever many years had used and worn, they 
had not yet broken any fibre of your force : — a 
pure joy to me, who abhor the inroads which time 
makes on me and on my friends. To live too long 
is the capital misfortune, and I sometimes think, 
if we shall not parry it by better art of living, we 
shall learn to include in our morals some bolder 
control of the facts. I read once, that Jacobi de- 
clared that he had some thoughts which — if he 
should entertain them — would put him to death : 
and perhaps we have weapons in our intellectual 
armory that are to save us from disgrace and im- 




pertinent relation to the world we live in. But 
this book will excuse you from any unseemly haste 
to make up your accounts, nay, holds you to fulfil 
your career with all amplitude and calmness. I 
fomid joy and pride in it, and discerned a golden 
chain of continuity not often seen in the works of 
men, apprising me that one good liead and great 
heart remained in England, — immovable, superior 
to his own eccentricities and perversities, nay, 
wearing these, I can well believe, as a jaunty coat 
or red cockade to defy or mislead idlers, for the 
better securing his own peace, and the very ends 
which tlie idlers faucy he resists. England's lease 
of power is good during his days, 

I have in tliese last years lamented that you had 
not made the visit to America, which in cai'lier 
years you projected or favored. It would have 
made it impossible that your name should be cited 
for one moment on the side of the enemies of man- 
kind. Ten days' residence in this country would 
have made you the organ of the sanity of England 
and of Europe to us and to them, and have shown 
you the necessities and aspirations which struggle 
up in our Free States, which, as yet, have no organ 
to others, and are ill and unsteadily articulated 
here. In our to-day's division of Republican and 
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Democrat, it is certain that the American nation- 1 
ality lies in the Republican party (mixed and mul- J 
tiform though that party be) ; and I hold it not less | 
certain, that, viewing all the natloualittcs of the ' 
world, tho battle for Humanity is, at this hour, in 
America. A few days here would show you the ' 
disgusting composition of the Party which within 
the Union resists tho national action. Take from j 
it the wild Irish element, imported in the last J 
twenty-fiTe years into this country, and led by j 
Romish Prieats, who sympathize, of course, with i 
despotism, aud you would bereave it of all 
numerical strength. A man intelligent and vir- J 
tuouB is not to be found on that side. Ah ! how 1 
gladly I would enlist you, with your thunderbolt, I 
on our part ! How gladly enlist the wise, tliought- 
ful, efficient pens and voices of England! We want J 
England and Europe to hold our people stanch to ! 
their best tendency. Are Eluglish of this day in-.! 
capable of a great sentiment ? Can they not leave ] 
cavilling at petty failures, aud bad manners, and at ] 
the dunce part (always the largest part in hui 
affairs), and leap to the suggestions and finger-,1 
pointings of the gods, which, above the under* 
standing, feed tho hopes and guide the wills ofl 
men ? This war has been conducted over the I 




heads of all the actors in it ; and the foolish ter- 
rors, " What shall wo do with the negro ?" "The 
entire black population is coming North to be 
fed," &c., have strangely ended in the fact that tlie 
black refuses to leave hia climate ; gets his living 
and the liring of his employers there, as he has 
always done ; is the natural ally and soldier of the 
Republic, in that climate ; now takes the place of 
two himdred thousand whit« soldiers ; and will be, 
as the conquest of the country proceeds, its garri- 
son, till peace, without slavery, returns. Slave- 
holders in London have filled English ears with 
their wishes and perhaps beliefs; and our people, 
generals, and politicians have carried the like, at 
first, to the war, until corrected by irresistible ex- 
perience. I shall always respect War hereafter. 
The cost of life, the dreary havoc of comfort and 
time, are overpaid by tlie vistas it opens of Etec^ 
nal Life, Eternal Law, reconstructing and uplifting 
Society, — breaks up the old horizon, and wo see 
through the rifts a wider. The dismal Malthus, 
the dismal DeBow, have had their night. 

Our Census of 1860, and the War, are poems, 
which will, in the next age, inspire a genius like 
your own. I hate to write you a newspaper, but, 
in these times, 't is wonderful what sublime lessons 



324 , CarJjfle to Bnermm. 

I have onoe and again read on the Bi]Iletui4N>ards 
in the streets. Everybody has been wrong in his 
guess, except good women|.who never despair of 
an Ideal right. 

I thauk you for sending to me so gracious a gen- 
tleman as Mr. Stanley, who interested us in every 
manner, by his elegance, his accurate information 
of that we wished to know, and his surprising ac- 
quaintance with the camp and military politics on 
our frontier. I regretted that I could see him 80 
little. He has used his time to the best purpose, 
and I should gladly have learned all his adventures 
from so competent a witness. Forgive this long 
writing, and keep the old kindness which I prize 
above words. My kindest salutations to the dear 

invalid! 

B. W. Emerson. 



CLXXII. 

CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CUBfMERTREES, AnXAX, SCOTLAND, 

14 June, 1865. 

Dear Emerson, — Though my hand is shaking 
(as you sadly notice) I determine to write you a lit- 
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tie Note to-day. What ft severance there has been 
these many aad years past! — In the first days of 
February I ended my weary Book ; a totally worn- 
out man, got to shore again after far the ugliest sea 
lie had ever swam in. In April or the end of 
March, wbeu the book was published, I duly handed 
out a Copy for Concord and you ; it was to bo sent 
by mail ; but, as my Publisher (a new Chapman, 
very unlike the old') discloses to me lately an in- 
credible nogligence on such points, it is quite possi- 
ble the dog may not, for a long wliile, have put it 
in the Post^Office (though ho faithfully charged me 
the postage of it, and was paid), and that the 
poor waif may never yet have reached you ! Pa- 
tience: it will come soon enough, — there are two 
thick volumes, and they will stand you a great deal 
of reading ; stiff rather than " light." 

Since February last, I have been sauntering 
about in Devoushiro, in Chelsea, hither, thither ; 
idle as a dry lione, in fact, a creature sinking into 
deeper and deejier collapie, after twelve years of 
such mulish pulling and pushing ; creature now 
good for nothing seemingly, and much indifferent 
to being so in permanence, if that be the arrange- 
ment come upon by the Powers that made ua. 
Some three or four weeks ago, I came rolling down 
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hither, into this old nook of my Birihiand, to see 
poor old Aunandale again with ejeBj and the poor 
remnants of kindred and loved ones still left me 
there ; I was not at first very lucky Qo&i sleep, kcS) ; 
but am now doing better, pretty much got adjusted 
to my new element, new to me since about six 
years past, — the longest absence I ever had from 
it before. My Work was getting desperate at that 
time ; and I silently said to myself, '^ We won't 
return till it is done, or you are done, my man ! " 

Tliis is my eldest living sister's house ; one of the 
most rustic Farmhouses in the world, but abound- 
ing in all tliat is needful to me, especially in the 
truest, 9ilently-2iQ,{\\Q affection, the humble gener- 
osity of which is itself medicine and balm. The 
place is airy, on dry waving knolls cheerfully (with 
such water as I never drank elsewhere, except at 
Malvern) all round mo are the Mountains, Cheviot 
and Galloway (three to fifteen miles off), Cumber- 
land and Yorkshire (say forty and fifty, with the 
Solway brine and sands intervening). I live in to- 
tal solitude, sauntering moodily in thin checkered 
woods, galloping about, once daily, by old lanes and 
roads, oftenest latterly on the wide expanses of Sol- 
way shore (when the tide is out f) where I see bright 
busy Cottages far off, houses over even in Cumber- 




land, and the beautifulest amphitlioatre of eternal 
HillB, — but meet no living creature ; and have end* 
less tlioughta as loving and as sad and sombre as I 
like. My youngest Brother (whom on the whole 
I like best, a rustic man, the express image of my 
Father in his ways of living and thinking) is within 
ten miles of me ; Brother Jolm " the Doctor " has 
come down to Dumfries to a sister (twelve miles 
off), and runs over to mc by rail now and then in 
few mitiutcs. I have Books ; but con hardly be 
troubled with tbcm. Pitiful temporary babble and 
balderdash, in comparison to what the Silences can 
say to one. Eiiougti of all that ; you perceive me 
enfficiently at this point ot my Pilgrimage, as with- 
drawn to Hadet for the time being ; intending a 
mouth's walk tliere, till the muddy semi-eolutions 
settle into sediment according to what laws they 
have, and there be perhaps a partial restoration of 
clearness. I have to go deeper into Scotland by and 
by, perhaps to try tailing, which generally agrees 
with mo; but till the end of September I hope 
there will be no London farther. My poor Wife, 
who is again poorly since I left (and has had fright- 
ful sufferings, last year especially) will probably 

join me in this region before I leave it, And 

see here, This is authentically the way we figure in 
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the eye of the Sun ; and something like what your 
Bpectacles, could they reach across the Ocean into 
these nooks, would teach you of us. There are 
three Photographs which I reckon fairly like ; thete 
are properly what I had to send you to-day, — litUc 
thinking that so much surplusage would accumu- 
late about them ; to which I now at once put an 
end. Your friend Conway,' who is a boundless ad- 
mirer of youra, used to come our way regnlaj-ly 
now and then ; and wo always liked him well. A 
man of most gentlemanly, ingenious ways ; turn of 
tliought always loyal and mauly, though tending 
to be rather winged than solidly ambulatory. He 
talked of coming to Scotland too ; but it seems 
uncertain whether wo shall meet. He is clearly 
rather a favorite among the London people, — and 
tries to explain America to them ; I know not 
if with any success. — ^- As for me, I have en- 
tirely lost count and reckoning of your enormoos 
clement, and its enormous affairs and procedures 
for some time past : and can only wish (which 
no man more heartily docs) that all may issue in 

as blessed a way as you hope. Fat (if yoa 

know and his fat commonplace at all) 

amused me much by a thing he had heard of yours 
' Hr, HoncoK D. Conwuy. 
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in some Icctnre a year or two ago. " The Ameri- 
can Eagle is a miglity bird ; but what is he to 
the American Peacock." At which all the audi- 
ence had exploded into laughter. Very good. 

Adieu, old Friend. 

Toots erer, 

T. Cabltle. 



EMER30N TO CAELYLE. 

CoNCOBD, 7 Janoary, 1868. 
Dear Carltle, — la it too late to send a letter 
to your door to claim an old right to enter, and to 
scatter all your convictions that I bad passed under 
the earth ? You had not io learn what a sluggish 
pen mine is. Of course, the sluggishness grows on 
me, and oven such a trumpet at my gat« as a letter 
from you heralding-in noble books, whilst it gives 
me joy, cannot heal the paralysis. Yet your letter 
deeply interested me, with the account of your rest 
so well earned. You bad fought your great battle, 
and might roll in the grass, or ride your pony, or 
shout to the Cumberland or Scotland echoes, with 
lai^st leave of men and gods. My letliargics have 
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not dulled my delight in good books. I read theso 
in the bright days of our new peace, which added 
a lustre to every genial work. Now first we had a 
right to read, for the very bookworms were driven 
out of doors whilst the war lasted. I found in the 
book no trace of age, which your letter so impres- 
sively claimed. In the book, the hand does not 
shake, the mind is ubiquitous. The treatment 
is so spontaneous, self-respecting, dcBant, — liber- 
ties with your liero as if he were your client, 
or your son, and you were proud of him, and 
yet can check and chide him, and even put 
him in the corner when he is not a good boy, — 
freedoms with kings, and reputations, and nations, 
yes, and with principles too, — that each reader, 
I suppose, feels complimented by the confidences 
with which he is honored by tliis free-tongued, 
masterful Hermes. — Who knows what the ^aifutir 
will say next 1 This humor of telling the story in 
a gale, — bantering, scofling, at the hero, at the 
enemy, at the learned reporters, — is a perpetual 
flattery to the admiring student, — the author abus- 
ing the whole world as mad dunces, — all but you 
and I, reader I Ellery Channing borrowed my Vol- 
nmes v. and VL, worked slowly through them, — 
midway came to me for Yolumes I., II., III., IV., 
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which he had long already read, and at last returned 
all with this word, "If you write to Mr, Corlyle, 
you may say to him, that I havt read these books, 
aud they have made it impoBsiblo for me to read 
any other books but his." 

'T is a good proof of their penetrative force, the 
influence on the new Stirling, who writes "The 
Secret of Hegel." He is quite as much a student 
of Carlyle to learn treatment, as of Hegel for his 
matter, and plays the same game ou his essence- 
dividing German, which he has learned of you on 
Friedrich. I have read a good deal iu this book of 
Stirling's, aud have not done with it. 

One or two errata I noticed in tlie last volumes 
of Friedrich, though the books are now lent, and I 
cannot indicate the pages. Fort Pulaski, which is 
near Savannah, is set down as near Charleston. 
Charleston, South Carolina, your printer has twice 
called Charlestown, which is the name of the town 
iu Mossacliusctts iu which Bunker Ilill stands. — 
Bancroft told me that the letters of Montcalm 
arc spurious. We always write and say Ticon- 
deroga. 

I am sorry that Jonathan looks so unamiable 
Been from your island. Yet I have too much re- 
spect for the writing profession to complain of it. 
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It is ft necessity of rhetoric that there should bo 
shades, and, I suppose, geography and gorcrnment 
alirajs determine, even for the greatest wits, where 
tiiey shall lay their shadows. But I have alwayB 
the belief that a trip across the sea would have 
abated yo'jr despair of us. The world is laid out 
here in lafge lots, and the swing of natural laws is 
shared by the population, as it is not — or uot as 
much — in your feudiil Europe. My countrymen do 
not conteiit me, but tliey are susceptible of inspira- 
tions. In the war it was humanity that showed 
itself to advantage, — the leaders were prompted 
and corrected by the intuitions of the people, they 
still demanding the more generous and decisive 
measure, and giving tlieir sous and their estates 
as wo had no example before. In this heat, they 
had sharjwr perceptions of policy, of the ways aud 
means and the life of nations, and on every side 
we read or heard fate-words, in private letters, in 
railway cars, or in the journals. We were proud 
of the people and believed they would not go down 
from this height. But Peace came, and every one 
ran back into Iiis shop again, and can liardly be 
won to patriotism more, even to the point of chas- 
ing away the thieves that are stealing not only the 
public gold, but the newly won rights of the slave, 
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and the new muzzles wc had contrived to keep the 
planter from eiickiag his blood. 

Very welcome to me were tlio photographs, — 
your own, and Jane Carlyle'a. Hers, now seen here 
for the first time, was closely scanned, and con- 
firmed the better ncconnta that had come of her 
improved liealth. Your earlier tidings of her had 
not boon encouraging, I recognized still erect the 
wise, friendly presence firat seen at Craigenputtock, 
Of your own — the hatted head is good, but more 
can he read in the head leaning on the baud, and 
the one in a cloak. 

At the end of much writing, I have little to tell 
jQa of myself. I am a bad subject for autobiog- 
raphy. As I adjourn letters, so 1 adjourn my best 
tasks My wife joins mc in very kind re- 
gards to Mrs. Carlyle, Dse your old magnanimity 
to me, and punish my stony ingratitudes by new 
letters from time to time. Ever affectionately and 
gratefully yours, 

B. W. Emebson. 
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EMEKSON TO CAELYLE. 

CoscoBD, 16 Msj-. 18Sa. 
My dear Cabltlb, — I have just been shown a 
private letter from Moncure Conway to one of his 
friends here, giving some tidings of your sad re- 
turn to an empty home. We had the first news 
last week. And so it is. The strolte long threat- 
ened has fallen at last, in the mildest form to its 
victim, and relieved to you by long and repeated 
reprieves, I must think her fortunate also in this 
gentle departure, as she had Iwen in licr serene and 
honored career. We would not for oiirsclvcs count 
covetously the descending steps after we have 
passed the top of the mount, or grudge to spare 
some of the days of decay. And you will have the 
peace of knowing her safe, and no longer a victim. 
I have found myself recalling an old verse which 
one utters to the parting soul, — 

" For thou hnut pansed all change of human life, 
Anc) not again to thee shall beauty die." 

It is tliirty-three years in July, I believe, since 
I first saw her, and her conversation and faultless 
maimers gave assurance of a good and happy future. 
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As I have not witncased any decline, I can hardly 
believe in any, and still recall viv-idly the youthful 
wife, and her blithe account of her letters and 
homages from Goethe, and the details she gave of 
her intended visit to Weimar, and its disappoint- 
ment. Her goodness to me and to my friends waa 
ever perfect, and all Americans have agreed in her 
praise. Elizabeth Hoar remembers her with entire 
sympathy and regard. 

I could heartily wisli to see you for an hour in 
tlicse lonely days. Your friends, I know, will ap- 
proach you as tenderly as friends can ; and I can 
believe that labor — all whose precious secrets yon 
know — will prove a consoler, — though it cannot 
quite avul, for she was the rest that rewarded 
labor. It is good that you are strong, and built 
for endurance. Nor will you shun to consult the 
awful oracles which in these hours of tenderness 
are sometimes vouchsafed. If to any, to you. 

I rejoice that she stayed to enjoy the knowledge 
of your good day at Edinburgh, which is a leaf we 
would not Sparc from your book of life. It was a 
right manly speech to bo so made, and is a voucher 
of unbroken strength, — and the surroundings, as 
I learn, were all the happiest, — with no hint of 
change. 
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I pray you bear va mind your own counsels. 
Long years you must still achieve, and, I hope, nei- 
ther grief nor weariness will let you " join the dim 
choir of the bards that have been," until you hare 
written the book I wish and wait for, — the sin- 
cerest confessions of your best hours. 

My wife praya to be remembered to you with 
sympathy and affection. 

Ever yours faithfully, 

R. W. Emerson. 



CABLTLE TO EMERSOK. 

Mkntoke, Fbakcb, Alfes Masitiues, 
87 January, 1867. 

Mt d&ab Eherbon, — It is a long time since I 
lost wrote to you ; and a long distance in space 
and in fortune, — from the shores of the Solway in. 
summer 1865, to this niche of the Alps and Medi- 
terranean to-day, after what has befallen me in the 
interim. A longer interval, I think, and surely 
by far a sadder, than ever occurred between us 
before, since we first met in the Scotch moors. 
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some five and thirty years ago. You have written 
me various Notes, too, and Letters, all good and 
cheering to me, — almost the only truly human 
speech I have heard from anybody living; — and 
still my stony silence coiUd not be broken ; not till 
HOW, though often looking forward to it, could I 
resolve on such a thing. You will think mo far 
gone, and much bankrupt in hope and heart ; — 
and indeed I am ; as good as without hope and 
without fear ; & gloomily serious, silent, and sad 
old man ; gazing into the final chasm of thinf^s, in 
mute dialogue with " Death, Judgment, and Eter- 
nity" (dialogue mute on both sides!}, not caring 
to discourse with poor articulate-speaking fellow- 
creatures on their sorts of topics. It is right of me ; 
and yet also it is not right. I often feel that I had 
better bo dead than thus indifferent, contemptuous, 
disgusted with the world and its roaring nonsense, 
which I have no thought farther of lifting a finger 
to help, and only try to keep out of the way of, and 
shut my door against. But the truth is, I was 
nearly killed by that hideous Book on Friedrich, — 
twelve years in continuons wrestle with the night- 
mares and the subterranean hydras; — nearly killed, 
and had oft«n thought I should be altogether, and 
must die leaving the monster not so much as fin- 
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ishcd! This is one truUi, not so evident to anj 
friend or onlooker as it is to myself : and tlien 
tlierc ifl another, known to myself alone, as it were; 
and of vhicli 1 am best not to speak to others, or 
to speak to them no farther. By tlio calamity of 
April last, I lost my little all in this world ; and 
have no soul left who can make any corner of this 
world into a home for me any more. Bright, he- 
roic, tender, true and noble was that lost treasure 
of my heart, who faithfully accompanied me in all 
tlie rocky ways and climbings ; and I am forever 
poor without her. She was suatched from me in 
a moment, — as by a death from tlie gods. Very 
beautiful her death was ; radiantly beautiful (to 
those wlio understand it) had all her life been : 
quid plura f I should bo among the dullest and 
stupidest, if I were not among the saddest of all 
men. But not a word moro on all tliis. 

All summer last, my one solacement in the fonn 
of work was writing, and sorting of old documenta 
and recollections ; summoning out again into clear- 
ness old scenes that had now closed ou me without 
return. Had, and in a sense sacred ; it was like a 
kind of worship ; tlic only devout time I had had 
%tit a great while past. These things I have half 
or wholly the intention to bum out of the way be- 
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fore I myeelf die : — but such contiiiueB Btill mainly 
my emplojmeut, — bo many liours every forenoon ; 
what I call the " work " of my day ; — to me, if to 
no other, it is useful ; to reduce mattere to writing 
means that you shall know tbcm, sec them in their 
origins and sequences, in their essential lineaments, 
considerably better than you ever did before. To 
set about writing my own Life would be no less 
than horrible to lue ; and shall of a certainty 
never l>e done. The common impious vulgar of 
this earth, what has it to do with my life or me ? 
Let dignified oblivion, silence, and the vacant azure 
of Eternity swallow me ; for my share of it, that, 
verily, is the handsomest, or one handsome way, of 
settling my poor account with the canaille of man- 
kind extant and to come. "Immortal glory," is 
not that a beautiful thing, in the ShakcsfKarc Clubs 
and Literary Gazettes of our improved Epoch? — I 
did not leave Loudon, except for fourteen days in 
August, to a fine and high old Lady-friend's in 
Kent ; where, riding about tlie woods and by the 
sea-beachca and chalk cliffs, in utter silence, 1 felt 
sadder than ever, though a little less miterahly so, 
than in the intrusive babblements of London", which 
I could not quite lock out of doors. We read, at 
first, Tennyson's IdifU, with profound recognition 
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of the finely elaborated execution, and also of the 
inward perfection of vacancy, — and, to say truth, 
with coiiBiderable impatience at being treated so 
very like infants, though the lollipops were so 
superlative. Wc gladly changed for one Emerson's 
Eiujliih Traits ; and read that, witli increasing and 
ever increasing satisfaction every evening ; blessing 
Heaven that tliere were still Books for grown-up 
people too ! Tiiat truly is a Book all full of thoughts 
like winged arrows (thauks to the Bowyer from us 
both) : — my Lady-frieiid's name is Miss Davenport 
Bromley ; it was at Wooton, iu her Grandfather's 
House, iu Staffordshire, that Rousseau took slieltcr 
in 1760 ; and one hundred and six years later she 
was reading Kmcrson to me with a recognition that 
would have pleased the man, had he seen it. 

About that same time my health and liitmors 
being evidently so, the Dowager Lady Ashburtou 
(no* tlie higli Lady you saw, but a Successor of 
Mackenzie-Highland type), who wanders mostly 
about the Continent since her widowhood, for the 
sake of a child's health, began pressing and in- 
viting me to spend the blade montlis of Winter 
here in her Villa with her; — all friends warmly 
seconding and urging; by one of whom I was at 
last snatclied off, as if by the hair of the head, (in 
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Bpite of my violent No, no!) ou the evo of Chriatr 
mas last, and have been liero ever siiice. — really 
with improved omens. The place iB beautiful as 
a very picture, the climate superlative (tj>day a 
sun and sky like very June) ; the hotpitality of 
usage beyond example. It is likely I shall be hero 
another six weeks, or longer. If you please to 
write me, the address is on the margin ; and I 
will answer. Adieu. 

T. Caklvlb. 



CABLYLE TO EMEBSOS. 

6 Chet.ve Row, Crklsxa, 

18 November, 1869. 

Deas EsiebsoS, — It is near three years since I 
last wrote to you ; from Mcntone, under the Ligu- 
rian Olive and Orange trees, and their sombre for- 
eign shadows, and still more sombre suggcsttngs 
and promptings ; the saddest, probably, of all liv- 
ing men. That you made no answer I know right 
well means only, " Alas, what can I say to him of 
consolatory that he does not himself know!" Far 
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from a fault, or perhaps even a uustakc on jrour 
part ; — nor Lave I felt It otherwise. Sure enough, 
among the lights that have gone out for me, and 
are still going, one after one, under the mexorable 
Decree, in tliis now dually and lonely world, I count 
with frequent regret tliat our Correspondence (not 
by absolute hest of Fate) should have fallen es- 
tinct, or into Buch abeyance : but I interpret it as 
you see ; and ray love and brothei'hood to you re- 
main alive, and will while I myself do. Enough 
of this. By lucky chance, as you jterccive, you 
are again to get one written Letter from me, and 
I a reply from you, before the final Silence come. 
The case is this. 

For many years back, a thought, whicli 1 used to 
check agaiu as fond and silly, has been occasionally 
present to me, — Of testifying my gratitude to New 
England (New England, acting mainly through one 
of her Sons called Waldo Emerson), by bequeath- 
ing to it my poor Fahtaff Regiment, latUrlg two 
FaUtaff Rfgimentt of Booko^ those I purchased and 
used iii writing Cromwell, and ditto those on Fried' 
rich the Great, " This could be done," I often sud 
to myself ; " this could perhaps ; and ttus would ba 
a real satisfaction to me. But vho ttien vould 
march through Coreutry with such a set!" Tbe 
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extreme insignificance of the Gift, this and nothing 
else, always gave me pause. 

Last Summer, I wae lucky enough to meet with 
your friend C. E. Norton, and renew many old Mas- 
sachusetts recollections, in free talk witli [him] 
. . . . ; to liim I spoke of the affah- ; candidly de- 
scribing it, especially tlie above questionable fea- 
ture of it, so far as I could ; and hie answer, then, 
and more deliberately afterwards, was so hopeful, 
hearty, and decisive, tliat — in effect it has decided 
me ; and I am this day writing to liim that such is 
tlic poor fact, and that 1 need farther instructions on 
it so soon as you two have taken counsel together. 

To say more about the hifinitesunally small value 
of the Books would be superfluous ; nay, in truth, 
many or most of tliem are not without intrinsic 
value, one or two are even excellent as Books; and 
all of tliem, it may perhaps be said, have a kind of 
$ymholic or biographic value ; and testify (a thing 
not useless) on what lUnder commissariat itorea 
considerable campaigns, twelve years long or so, 
may be carried on in this world. Perhaps you 
already knew of me, what the Cromwell and Fried- 
rich collection might itself intimate, that much 
buj/itiff of Books was never a habit of mine, — far 
the reverse, even to this day ! 
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Well, my Friend, you will have a meeting -with 
Norton bo soon as handy ; and let me know what 
ia next to be done. And that, in yonr official car 
pacify, is all I have to say to you at present. 

Unofficially there were much, — much that ia 
mournful, but perhaps also somctliing that is good 
and bleBsed, and though the saddest, also the high- 
est, the lovingest and best ; as beseems Time's sun- 
set, now coming nigh. At present I will say only 
that, in bodily liealth, I am not to bo called ill, for 
a man who will be Boventy-four next month ; nor, 
on the spiritual side, has anything been laid upon 
me that is quite beyond my strength. More miser- 
able I have often been ; though as solitary, soft of 
heart, and sad, of course never. 

Publisher Cliapman, when I question him whether 
you for certain gel j'our Monthly Volume of what 
they call "The Library Edition," assures me that 
" it ia beyond doubt " : — I confess I should still 
like to be better assured. If all is right, you should, 
by the time this Letter arrives, be receiving or have 
received your thirteenth Volume, last of the Mucd- 
laniet. Adieu, my Friend. 

Brer truly yours, 

T. Cabltlb. 
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CAELYLE TO EMEE30N. 

Chelsea, 4 Jaatiai7, IBTO. 

Dear Emerson, — A month ago or more I wrote, 
by tlje same post, to you and to Norton about tliose 
Books for Harvard College ; and in late days have 
been expecting your joint answer. Prom Norton 
yesterniglit I receive what is here copied for your 
perusal ; it has come round by Florence as you ace, 
and given me real pleasure and instruction. From 
you, who are possibly also away from home, I have 
yet nothing; but expect now soon to have a few 
words. There did arrive, one evening lately, yoar 
two pretty volumet of Collected Workt, a pleasant 
salutation from you — which set me upon reading 
agun what I thought I knew well before : — but 
the Letter is still to come. 

Norton's liints are such a complete instruction to 
me that I sec my way straight through the business, 
and might, by Note of " Bequest " and memorandum 
for the Barings, finish it in half an hour: never- 
theless I will wait for your Letter, and punctually 
do nothing till your directions too are before me- 
Fray write, therefore ; all is lying ready here. 
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Since you heard last, I hare got two CatalojfueM 

made out, approximately correct ; one is to lie here 

till the Bequest be executed ; the other I thought 

of sending to you against the day? This is mj 

own invention in regard to the affair since I wrote 

last. Approve of it, and you shall have jovbr copy 

by Book-post at once. ^ Approximately correct " ; 

absolutely I cannot get it to be. But I need not 

doubt the Pious Purpose will be piously and even 

sacredly fulfilled ; — and your Catalogue will be 8 

kind of evidence that it is. Adieu, dear Bmeraon^ 

till your Letter come. 

Yours ever, 

Thomas Garltl£. 



CLXXVIII. 

EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 23 Jannaryy 1870.^ 

My dear Carlyle, — 'T is a sad apology that I 
have to offer for delays which no apology can re- 
trieve. I received your first letter with pure joy, 
but in the midst of extreme inefficiency. I had 
suddenly yielded to a proposition of Fields A Co. 

^ This letter is printed from an imperfect rough draft. 
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to mnnufacture a book for a given daj. The book 
was planned, and going on passably, when it was 
found better to diiide the matter, and separate, 
find postpone the purely literary portion (criticism 
chiefly), and therefore to modify and swell the 
elected' part. The attempt proved more difficult 
than I had believed, for I only write by spasms, 
and these ever more rare, — and diemous that 
have no ears. Meantime the publication day was 
announced, and the printer at the door. Then 
came your letter in tlie shortening days. When I 
drudged to keep my word, invito. Minerva. 

I conld not write in my book, and I could not 
write a letter. To-morrow and many morrows 
made things worse, for we have indifferent health 
in the house, and, as it chanced, unnsual strain of 
affairs, — which always come when they slionld 
not. For one thing — I have just sold a bouse 
which I once built opposite my own. But I will 
leave the bad month, which I hope will not mateh 
itself in my lifetime. Only 't is pathetic and re- 
morseful to me that any purpose of yours, especially 
a purpose so inspired, should find me imbecile. 

Heartily I delight in your propose*] disposition 
of the books. It has every charm of surprise, and 
DoblencBS, and large affection. The act will deeply 
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gratify & multitude of good men, tf ho will see ia it \ 
your real sympathy with the welfare of the country, 
I hate thnt there should be u moment of delay in 1 
the completing of your proriaious, — and that I of J 
all men should l)e the cause ! Norton's letter is per- I 
feet on his part, and needs no addition, I believe, ' 
from me. You had not in your first letter namedJ 
Cambridge, and I had been meditating that he 1 
would probably hare divided your attention between' J 
Harvard and the Boston Public Library, — now tlie ' 
richest in the country, at first founded by the gifts 
of Joshua Bates (of London}, and since enriched 
by the city and private donors, Theodore Park«r 
among them. But after conversation with two or 
tliree friends, I had decided that Harvard College -J 
was the right bene&ciary, as being the motherl 
real or adoptive of a great number of your lovers I 
and readers in America, and because a College 1 
13 a eoat of sentiment and cosmical relations. The ] 
Library is outgrown by other libraries in the Coun- 
try, counts only 119,000 bound volumes in 1868; 
the several departments of Divinity, Law, UedUf 
cine, and Natural Science in the University having J 
special libraries, that together add some 40,000 I 
more. Tho College is newly active (with its ne» 
President Eliot, a cousin of Norton's) aud expan- 
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sive in all directions. And the Library will be re- 
lieved through subscriptioua now being collected 
among the Alumni with the special purpose of Be- 
curing to it an adequate fund for annual increase. 

I Hhall then write to Norton at once that I con- 
cur with him in tlie destination of the books to 
Jlarrard College, and approve entirely his advices 
in regard to details. And so soon as you send me 
the Catalogue I shall, if you permit, communicate 
your design to President Eliot and the Corporation. 

One thing I shall add to tlie Catalogue now or 
later (perhaps only by bequest), your own prized 
gift to me, in 1848, of Wood's Athente Chonieniet, 
which I have lately had rebound, and in which 
every pen and pencil mark of yours is notable. 

The stately books of the New Edition have duly 
come from the unforgotting friend, I liave Sartor, 
Schiller, French Revolution, 3 vols., JUiscellaniei, 
Numbers 1, 2, 3, 4, 6, — ten volumes in all, excel- 
lently printed and dressed, and full of memories 
and electricity. 

I have much to say, but of things not opportune 
at this moment, and in spite of my long contumacy 
dare believe that I shall quickly write again my 
proper letter to my friend, whose every word I 
watchfully read and remember. 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

Melchbt Cockt, RoitSEi 
l-i February, 1870. 

Dear Emehsom, — Three days ago I at last re--" 
ceived your Letter; with very great pleasure and 
thaakfulnese, as you may suppose. Indeed, it is 
quite strangely iuteresting to see face to face my 
old Emerson again, not a feature of him changed, 
wliom I have known all the best part of my life. 

I am very glad, witlial, to find that you agree 
completely with Norton and myself in regard to 
that small Harvard matter. J 

This is not Chelsea, as you perceive, this is a I 
hospitable mansion in Hampshire; but I expect 
to be in Chelsea within about a week ; once there, 
I shall immediately despatch to you one of the 
three Catalogues I have, with a more deliberate 
letter than I at present have the means of writing 
or dictating. 



Youra ever truly, 

T. Carltlb. 
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CAKLYLE TO EMERSON. 

CUBL8EA, 24 Febniai7, 1B70. 

Deab Emerson, — At length I have got Iiome 
from those aumptuoua tumults (" Melchet Court " 
IB the Dowager Lady ABliburton'a House, whose 
late Husband, an estimable friend of mine, and 
half American, yon may remember here) ; and I 
devote to ending of our small Harvard Business, — 
small enough, but true and kindly, — the first quiet 
hour 1 have. 

Your Copy of the Catalogue, which accompanies 
by Book-Post of to-day, is the correctcst I could 
manage to get done ; all the Books mentioned in 
it I believe to bo now hero (and indeed, except 
five or six tiny articles, have seen them all, in one 
or other of the three rooms where my Books now 
stand, and where I believe ttie insigiiificaut trifle 
of " tinioB " to be) : all these I can expect will be 
punctually attended to when the time comes, and 
proceeded with according to Norton's scheme and 
yours; — and if any more "tinies," which I could 
not even remember, should turn up (which I hardly 
think there will), these also will data themselves 
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(as Cromieetliana or FrederieaTta), and be fail 
fully sent on vith the others. For benefit of mj 
Survivors and RepregentativeB here, I retain au 
exact Copt/ of the Catalogue now put into t/aur 
keeping; bo that everything may fall out square 
between them and you when the Time shall arrive. 

I mean to conform in every particular to the 
plan sketched out by Norton and you, — unless, 
your next Letter, you have something other or 
ther to adiise : — and so soon as I hear from yoBI 
that Harvard accepts my poor widow's mite of 
Bequest, I will proceed to put it down in due form, 
and BO finish this small matter, which for long 
years has hovered in my thoughts as a thing I 
should like to do. And so enough for this time. 

I meant to write a longisb Letter, touching on 
many other points, — though you see I am reduced 
to pencil, and " write " with such difficulty (never 
yet could learn to " dictate," though my little 
Niece here is promptitude itself, and is so bi 
and legible, — useful here as a cheerfid ru»)digl 
in this now sombre element, sombre, sad, but 
beautiful aud tenderly solemn more and more, ii 
which she bears me company, good Iittle"Mary'*l^ 
But, in bar of all such purposes, Publisher 
man has come in, with Cromwell Engraving 
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tbeir hindrances, with money accounts, &.C., &c. ; 
and hua not even left me a moment of tivie, were 
nothing else needed ! 

Vol. XIV. (^OromweU, I.) ought to be at Concord 
about as soon as this. In our Newspapers I no- 
tice your Book announced, " half of the Essays 
new," — which I hope to get quam primum, and 
illuminate some evenings with, — so as nothing 
else can, in my present common mood. 

Adieu, dear old Friend. I am and remain yours 
always, 

T. Cablxlb. 



EMEESOS TO CAELYLE. 

Concord, 21 March, 1870, 
Mr DEAH Caeltle, — On receiving your letter 
and catalogue I wrote out a little history of the 
benefaction and carried it last Tuesday to President 
Eliot at Cambridge, who was heartily gratified, and 
saw everything rightly, and expressed an anxiety 
(most becoming in my eyes after my odious short- 
comings) that there should be no moment of delay 
on our part. "The Corporation would not meet 
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again for a fortnight: — but lie would not wait,- 
would call a special meeting tkta week to make t 
communication to them." He did 8o : the me 
ing yfos held oa Saturday and I have received tMl 
(Monday) morniag from him enclosed letter l 
record. 

It ia very amiable and noble in you to hare kep 
this surprise for us iu your older days. Did y<M 
mean to show us that you could not be old, but ) 
mortally young ? and having kept ita all murmop 
ing at your satires and sharp Iiomilies, will noi 
melt U3 with this manly and heart-warming ei 
brace ? Nobody could predict and none coul 
better it. And you shall even go your own gai 
henceforward with a blessing from us alt, and : 
trust exceptional and unique. I do not longer 
hesitate to talk to such good men as I see of t 
^t, and it has iu every ear a gladdening effect 
People like to see character in a gift, and : 
rare character the gift is more precious. I wish ) 
may be twice blest in continuing to give you I 
comfort it will give us, 

I think I must mend myself by recliuming my 
old right to send you letters. I doubt not I shall 
hare much to tell you, could I overcome the hesitftj 
tion to attempt a reasonable letter when one 
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driven to write bo many sheets of mere routine 
as siity-six (nearly aixty-seven) jreara enforce. I 
shall have to prate of my daughters ; — Edith 
Forbes, with her two children at Milton ; Ellen 
Emerson at homo, herself a godsend to this house 
day by day ; and my son Edward studying medi- 
cine in Boston, — whom I have ever meant and 
still mean to send that he may see your face when 
that professional curriculum winds up. 

I manage to read a few books and look into 
more. Herman Grimm sent me lately a good one, 
Goethe's Unterhaltungen vi\\\i Muller, — which set 
me on Varnhagen and otliers. My wife sends old 
regards, and her joy in this occasion. 

Tonrs ever, 

B. W. Ehebson. 

P. S. Mr. EUot took my rough counting of 
Volumes as correct. When he sends me back the 
catalogue, I will make it exact. — I sent you last 
week a little book by book-post. 
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CLXXXBL 

CABLTLE TO EICERSOXT. 

5 ChBTHK RoWy CHKLSKAf 

24 March, 1870. 

Mr DEAR Ekebson, — The day before jresterdaj, I 
heard incidentally of an unfortunate Mail Steaiaer, 
bound for America, which had lost its screw or 
some essential part of it; and so had, instead of 
canying its I^etters forward to America, been drift- 
in^ about like a helpless log on the shores of Ire- 
land till some three days ago, when its Letters and 
Passengers were taken out, and actually forwarded 
thither. By industrious calculation, it appears 
probable to us here that my Letter to you may 
have been tumbling about in that helpless Steamer, 
instead of getting to Concord ; where, if so, said 
Letter cannot now arrive till the lingering of it 
have created some astonishment there. 

I hastily write this, however, to say that a Letter 
was duly forwarded a few days after yours [of 
January 23] arrived, — enclosing the Harvard Cat- 
alogiLe^ with all necessary et ceteras ; indorsing all 
your proposals ; and signifying that the matter 
should be authentically completed the instant I 
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Bhould hear from you again. I may add now tliat 
the thing i< essentially completed, — all signed and 
put on paper, or all but a word or two, which, 
for form*s sake, waits the actual arrival of your 
Letter. 

I have never yet received your Book ; ^ ajid,' if it 
linger only a few days more, mean to provide my- 
self with a copy such as tJie Sampson and Low 
people have on sale everywhere, 

I had from Norton, the other day, a very kind 
and friendly Letter. 

This is all of essential that I had to say, I write 
in utmost haste. But am always, dear Emersoo, 
Yours sincerely, 

T. Carltle. 



CLXXXQI, 

CABLTLE TO EMERSON. 

Chelsba, G April, lETO. 
Dear Emgkson, — The day before yesterday your 
welcome Letter came to hand, with the welcome 
news in it ; yesterday I put into my poor Docu- 
ment here the few words still needed ; locked 
^ "SoviatjuidSaUtude." 
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everything into its still repository (your Letter^ 
President Eliot's, Norton's, Ac, Ac.) ; and walked 
out into the sunshine, piously thankful that a poor 
little whim, which had long lun fondly in my 
heart, had realized itself with an emphasis I could 
never hope, and was become (thanks to generous 
enthusiasm on New England's part) a beautiful lit- 
tle fact, lying done there, so far as I had to do witli 
it. Truly your account of matters threw a glow of 
life into my thoughts which is very rare there now; 
altogether a gratifying little Transaction to me, — 
and I must add a surprising, for the enthusiasm of 
good-will is evidently great, and the occasion is 
almost infinitcsimally small ! Well, well ; it is all 
finished off and completed, — (you can tell Mr. 
Eliot, with many thanks from me, that I did intro- 
duce the proper style, " President and Fellows," &c., 
and have forgo ttcu nothing of what he said, or of 
what he did) ; — and so we will say only, Fauntum 
sity as our last word on the subject ; — and to me it 
will be, for some days yet, under these vernal skies, 
something that is itself connected with the Spring 
in a still higher sense ; a little white and red-lipped 
bit of Daisy pure and poor, scattered into Time's 
Seedfield, and struggling above ground there, utter- 
ing its bit of prophecy withal, among the ox-hoofs 
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and big jungles tliat arc everywhere about and not 
prophetic of much ! — 

One thing only I regret, that yoo have spoken of 
the affair ! For God's sake don't ; and those kindly 
people to whom you have, — swear them to silonce 
for love of me ! The poor little 2>ai«^kin will get 
into the Newspapers, and become the nastiest of 
Cabbages : — silence, silence, I beg of you to the 
utmost stretch of your power ! Op is the case 
already irremediable 7 I will hope not. Talk 
about such tilings, especially Penny Editor's talk, 
is like vile coal-smoke filling your poor little world ; 

silence alone is azure, and has a tky to it. 

But, enough now. 

The " little Book " never came ; and, I doubt, 
never will ; it ia a fate that seems to await three 
fourths of the Books that attempt to reach mo by 
the American Post ; owing to some informality in 
wrapping (I have heard) ; — it never gave me any 
notable regret till now. However, I had already 
bought myself an English copy, rather gaudy lit- 
tle volume (probably intended for the railwaj/t, as 
if it were a Book to be read there), but perfectly 
printed, ready to be read anywhere by tlie open eye 
and earnest mind ; — which I read here, accordingly, 
with great attention, clear assent for most part, 
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and admiring recognition. It seeoAS to me j<m are 
all your old self here, and sometbing mare. A 
calm insight, piercing to the very centre ; a beau- 
tiful sympathy, a beautiful epic humor; a soul 
peaceably irrefragable in this loud-jangling world, 
of which it sees the ugliness, but natice$ only the 
huge new optUenee9 (still so anarchic) ; knows the 
electric telegraph, with all its vulgGir botherationa 
and impertinences, accurately for what it is, and 
ditto ditto the oldest eternal Th^ogies of mei|. 
All this belongs to the Highest Class of thoagbt 
(you may depend upon it) ; and again seemed tp 
me as, in several respects, the one perfectly ffuman 
Voice I had heard among my fellow-creatures for a 
long time. And then the " style," the treatment and 
expression, — yes, it is inimitable, best — Emerso- 
nian throughout. Such brevity, simplicity, softness, 
homely grace ; with such a penetrating meaning, 
$oft enough, but irresistible, going down to tlie 
depths and up to the heights, as silent electricity 
goes. You have done very well; and many will 
know it ever better by degrees. — Only one thing 
farther I will note : How you go as if altogether 
on the " Over-Soul," the Ideal, the Perfect or Uni- 
versal and Eternal in this life of ours ; and take 
so little heed of the frightful quantities of friction 
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and perverse impediment there everywhere are ; 
the reflections upon which in my own poor life 
made me now and then very ead, as I read you. 
Ah me, ah me ; what a vista it is, mournful, beauti- 
ful, wr^athomable as Eternity itself, those last fifty 
years of Time to me. — 

Let mo not forget to thank yon for that fourth 
page of your Note ; I should say it was almost the 
most interesting of all. News from yonrself at first 
hand ; a momentary glimpse into the actual House- 
hold at Concord, face to face, as in years of old ! 
Tme, I get vague news of you from time to time ; 
but what are these in comparison? — If you wiil, 
at the eleventh hour, turn over a new leaf, and 
write me Letters again, — but I doubt you won't. 
And yet were it not worth while, think you ? 

Nuf tpxtrat — will be hero anon. My kindest 

regards to your wife. Adieu, my ever-kind Old 
Friend. 

Yours faithfully always, 

T. Cabltlb. 
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EMZHSON TO CABLYLE. 



Concord, 17 June, 1870. 

Mt dear Carltle, — Two ' unanswered letters 
filled and fragrant and potent with goodness will 
not let me procrastinate another minute, or I shall 
sink and deserve to sink into my dormouse con- 
dition. You arc of the Anakim, and know nothing 
of the debility and postponement of the blonde con- 
stitution. Well, if you shame us by your reservoir 
inexhaustible of force, you indemnify and cheer 
some of us, or one of us, by charges of electricity. 

Tour letter of April came, aa ever — more than 
ever, if possible — full of kindness, and making 
much of our small doings and writings, and seemed 
to drive me to instant acknowledgment ; but the 
oppressive engagement of writing and reading eigh- 
teen lectures on Philosopliy to a class of graduates 
in the College, and these in six successive weeks, 
was a task a little more formidable in prospect and 
in practice than any foregoing one. Of course, it 
made me a prisoner, took away all rights of friend- 
1 One geenu to b« misHng. 
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ship, honor, and justice, and held me to such 
frantic devotion to my work as must spoil that 
also. 

Well, it is now ended, and has no shining side 
but this one, that materials are collected and a 
possibility shown me how a repetition of the course 
next year — which is appointed — will enable me 
partly out of these materials, and partly by largo 
rejection of these, and by large addition to them, 
to construct a fair report of what I have read and 
thought on the subject. I doubt the experts iu 
Philosophy will not praise my discourses ; — but 
the topics give me room for my guesses, criticism, 
admirations and experiences witli the accepted 
masters, and also the lessons I have learned from 
the hidden great. I have the fancy that a realist 
is a good corrector of formalism, no matter how 
incapable of syllogism or contuiuous linked state- 
ment. To great results of tliought and morals the 
steps are not many, and it is not the masters who 
spin the ostentatious continuity. 

I am glad to hear that the last sent book from 
me arrived safely. You were too tender and gen- 
erous in your first notice of it, I fear. But with 
whatever deductions for your partiality, I know 
well the unique value of Carlylo's praise. 
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Many things crowd to be said on this little piper. 
Though I could Bee no harm in the making known 
the bequest of books to Cambridge, — no harm, but 
sincere pleasure, and honor of the donor from all 
good men, — yet on receipt of your letter touching 
that, I went back to President Eliot, and told him 
your opinion on newspapers. He said it was neces- 
sarily communicated to the seven persons compos- 
ing the Corporation, but otherwise he bad been 
very cautious, and it would not go into print. 

You arc sending me a book, and Chapman's 
Homer it is? Are you bound by your Arabian 
bounty to a largess whenever you think of your 
friend ? And you decry the book too. 'T is long 
since I read it, or in it, but the apotheosis of Homer, 
in the dedication to Prince Henry, " Thousands of 
years attending," &c., is one of my lasting inspira- 
tions. The book has not arrived yet, as the letter 
always travels faster, but shall be watched and 
received and announced. 

But since you are all bounty and care for 
me, where arc the new volumes of the Library 
Edition of Carlyle? I received duly, as I wrote 
you in a former letter, nine Volumes, — Sartor; 
lAft of Schiller ; five Vols, of Miscellanies; French 
Revolution; these books oddly addressed to my 
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name, but at Ciru-innati, Massnchusetts. Whether 
they went to Ohio, and came back to Boston, I 
know not. Two volumes came later, duplicates of 
two already received, and were returned at my re- 
quest by Fields & Co. with an explanation. But 
no following volume has come. I write all this 
because you said in one letter that Mr. Chapman 
assured you that every month a book was de- 
spatched to my address. 

But what do I read in our Boston Newspapers 
twice in the last three days ? That " Thomas Car- 
lyle is coming to America," and the tidings cor- 
dially greeted by the editors; though I had just 
received your letter silout to any such point. Make 
that story true, though it had never a verisimilitude 
since thirty odd years ago, and you shall make many 
souls happy and jwrhaps show you so many needs 
and opportunities for beneficent power that you 
cannot bo allowed to grow old or withdraw. Was 
I not once promised a visit ? This house entreats 
you earnestly and lovingly to come and dwell in it. 
My wife and Ellen and Edward E. are thoroughly 
acquainted with your greatness and your loveliness. 
And it is but ten days of healthy sea to pass. So 
wishes heartily and affecticnately 

R. w. : 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSOS. 

6 Chetnb Row, ChklbbJ 

28 SopMinbcr, 1 

Dear Emerson, — Your Letter, dated 15 Jam 
never got to me till about ten days ago ; when i 
little Niece and I returned out of Scotland, and I 
long, rather empty Visit there ! It had missed i 
here only by two or three days ; aud my highly | 
infelicitous Sclcctress of Letters to be forwarded 
had left i( carefully aside as undeserving that 
honor, — good faitliful old Woman, one liopes she 
is greatly stronger on some sides than in ' 
literary -selective one. Certainly no Letter wm f 
■warded that had the hundredth part of the right ' 
to be 80 ; certainly, of all the Letters that came to 
me, or were left waiting here, this was, in compar* 
ison, the one which might not with propriety ban 
been loft to lie stranded forever, or to wander « 
the winds forever ! — 

One of my first journeyB was to Chapman, with 
Tehemcnt rebuke of this inconceivable " Cincinnoti- 
MassacliUBetts " business. iStupiditat atupiditatums- 
I never in my life, not even in that unjiuncti; 
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House, fell in with anything that equalled it. In- 
stant amendment was at once undertaken for, nay 
it seems bad been already in part performed: "Ten 
Tolumea, following the nine you already had, were 
despatched in Field & Co.'s box above two months 
a^," BO Chapman solemnly said and asseverated 
to me ; so that by tliia time you ought actually to 
have in hand nineteen volumes ; and tlie twentieth 
(first of Friedrich'), which came out ten days ago, 
is to go in Field & Co.'s Box this week, and ought, 
not many days after the arrival of this Letter, to 
be in Boston waiting for you there. Tlic Chap' 
man's Homer (two volumes) had gone with that 
first Field Packet ; and would be handed to you 
along with the ten volumes which were overdue. 
All this was solemnly declared to me as on Affi- 
davit; Chapman also took extract of the Massa- 
chusetts passa^ in your Letter, in order to pour 
it like ice-cold water on the head of his stupid old 
Chief-Clerk, the instant the poor creature got back 
from Ilia rustication : alas, I am by no means cer- 
tain that it will make a new man of him, nor, in 
fact, that the whole of this amendatory programme 
will get itself performed to equal satisfaction ! But 
you must write to me at once if it is not so ; and 
done it eliaJl be in spite of human stupidity itself. 
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Note, vithal, these things : Chapman Bends no 
Books to America except through Field & Co, ; he i 
does not regularly send a Box at tlie middle of the 
month ; but he does " almost monthly send one 
Box " ; 80 that if your montlily Volume do not 
start from London about the 15th, it is due by the 
very next Chapman-Field box; and if it at any time 
don't come, I beg of you very much to make instant 
complaint through Field & Co., or what would be 
still more effectual, direct to myself. My malisoa 
on all Blockhcodisms and torpid stupidities and 
infidelities ; of which this world is full ! — 

Your Letter had been anxiously enough waited 
for, a month before my departure ; but we will not 
mention the delay in presence of what you were 
engaged with then. Fatutum tit; that truly vaa 
and will be a Work worth doing your beet upon ; 
and 1, if alive, can promise you at least one reader I 
that will do his best upon your Work. I myself , 
often think of tlio Philosophies precisely iu that I 
manner. To say truth, they do not otherwise rise i 
in esteem with me at all, but rather sink. The 
last thing 1 read of that kind was a piece by Hegel, 
in an escelleut Translation by Stirling, right well 
translated, I could see, for every bit of it was Intel- \ 
ligible to me ; but my feeling at the end of it w 
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" Good HeaTens, I have walked this road before 
many a good time ; but never with a Camion-ball 



" Science also, Science 
But I will not enter upon 



at each ankle before ! 

falsely so called, is 

that with you just now. 

The Visit to America, alas, olas, is pure Moon- 
shine. Never bad I, in late years, the least shadow 
of intention to uiidertaito tliat adventure ; and I 
am quite at a loss to understand how the rumor 
originated. One Boston Gentleman (a kind of 
universal Undertaker, or Lion's Provider of Lec- 
turers I think) informed me that " the Cable " had 
told him; and I had to remark, "And wlio the 
devil told the Cable ? " Alas, no, I fear I shall 
never daro to undertake that big Voyage ; which 
has so mucli of romance and of reality bcliind it to 
me ; zu »pUt, m »pat. I do sometimes talk dream- 
ily of a long Sea-Voyage, and the good the Sea 
has often done mo, — in times when good was still 
possible. It may havo been some vague folly of 
that kind that originated this rumor ; for rumors 
are like dandelion-seeds ; and the C'ohU I dare say 
welcomes them all that have a guinea in their 
pocket. 

Thank you for blocking up that Ilarvard matter ; 
provided it dtmH go into the Newspapers, all is 

VOL. U. 21 
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riglit. Thank you a thousand times for that tlirJce- 
kiiid poteutial welcome, and flingiiig wide open your 
doors and your hearts to me at Concord. The gleam 
of it is like sunshine in a subterranean place. Ah 
me, Ah me ! May God be with you all, dear 
Emerson. 

Yours ever, 

T. Carltlk. 



EMEHSOK TO CARLYLE. 

CoKCORD, IS OctoWi 1B70. 

Mt dead Cabltle, — I am the ignoblest of all 
men in my perpetual short-comings to you. There 
is no example of constancy like yours, and it al- 
ways stings my stupor into temporary recovery and 
wonderful resolution to accept tlie noble challenge. 
But '* the strong hours conquer us," and I am the 
victim of miscellany, — mlacellany of designs, rast 
debility, and procrastination. 

Already many days before your letter came. 
Fields sent me a package from you, which he said 
he had found a little late, because they were cov- 
ered Qp in a box of printed sheets of other cbanuy 
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ter, and thia treasure was not at first discovered. 
They are, — ii/e of Sterling; Latter Day Pam- 
phlet»; Past and Preienf; Heroes; 5 Vols. Crom- 
well'i Letters and Speeches. Unhappily, Vol. H. 
of Cromteell is wanting, and there is a duplicate 
of Vol. V. instead of it. Now, two days ago 
came your letter, aud tells me that tlio good old 
goda have also inspired you to send me Chap- 
man's Homer ! and that it came — heroes with 
heroes — in the same enchanted box. I went 
to Fields yesterday and demanded the book. He 
ignored all, — even to the books he Iiad already 
sent me ; called Osgood to council, and they agreed 
tliat it must be tliat all these camo in a box of 
sheets of Dickens from Chapman, which was sent 
to the Stcreotypera at Cambridge ; and the box 
shall be instantly explored. We will see what to- 
morrow shall find. As to the duplicates, I will say 
here, that I have received two: first, the abov^ 
mentioned Vol. II. of Cromwell ; and, second, long 
before, a second copy of Sartor Reaartui, appar- 
ently instead of the Vol. I. of the French Seeolu- 
tion, which did not come. I proposed to Fields to 
send back to Chapman these two duplicates. But 
he said, " No, it will cost as much as the price of 
the books." I shall try to find in New York who 
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represents Chapman and sells these books, and put 
them to his credit there, in exchange for the vol- 
umes I lack. Meantime, my serious thanks (or all 
these treasures go to you, — steadily good to my 
youth and my age. 

Your letter was most welcome, and most in that 
I thouglit I read, in what you eay of not making 
the long-promised visit hither, a little willingness 
to come, Tliiuk again, I pray you, of that Ocean 
Voyage, which is probably the best medicine and 
restorative which remains to us at your age and 
mine. Nine or ten days will bring you (and com- 
monly with unexpected comfort and easements on 
the way) to Boston. Every reading person in 
America holds you in exceptional regard, and 
will rejoice in your arrival. They have forgotten 
your scarlet sins before or during the war, I 
have long ceased to apologize for or explain your 
savage sayings about American or other republica 
or publics, and am willing that anointed men 
bearing with them authentic charters shall be 
laws to themselves as Plato willed. Genius ia 
but a large infusion of Deity, and so brings a pre- 
rogative all its own. It has a right and duty to 
affront and amaze men by carrying out its per- 
ceptions defiantly, knowing well that time and 



■ fate 

f have 



Emerson to Carli/le. 



3/3 



fate will verify and esplain wlmt time and fate 
have tlirougti them said. We muat Dot Buggest 
to Michel Aiigelo, or Macliiavel, or Rabelais, or 
Voltaire, or Jolm Brown of Oaawatomie (a great 
man), or Carlylc, how tliey shall suppress their 
paradoxes and check their huge gait to keep ac- 
curate step with the procession on the street side- 
walk. Tliey are privileged persons, and may have 
their own swmg for me. 

I did not mean to chatter so much, but I wish 
yon would come out liither and read our poasibilities 
now being daily disclosed, and our actualities which 
are not nothing. I shall like to show you my near 
neighbors, topographically or practically. A near 
neighbor and friend, E. Rockwood Koar, whom you 
saw in his youth, is now an inestimable citizen in 
this State, and lately, in President Grant's Cabinet, 
Attorney- General of the United States. He Uvea 
in this town and carries it in his hand. Another 
is John M. Forbes, a strictly private citizen, of 
great executive ability, and noblest affections, a 
motive power and regulator essential to our City, — 
refusing all office, but impossible to spare ; and 
these are men whom to name the voice breaks and 
the eye is wet. A multitude of young men are 
growing up here of high promise, and I compare 



374 



Emerson to Carlyle. 



gladly the Bocial poverty of my youth with tlie \ 
power on which these draw. The Lowell race, 
again, in our War yielded tiirce or four martyrs i 
BO able and tender and true, that James Russell 
Lowell cannot alludo to them in rerse or prose j 
but the public is melted anew. Well, all these 
know you well, have read and will read you, — 
yea, and will prize and use your benefaction to 
the College ; and I believe it would add hope, 
health, and strength to you to come and see 
tbem. 

In my much writing I believe I have left the 
chief things unsaid. But come ! I and my house 
wait for you. Affectionately, 

E. W. 



CLXXXVK 
EMERSON TO CARLYLE. 

Concord, 10 April. 1871. 
My DEAB Friend, — I fear there is no pardon 
from you, none from myself, for this immense new 
gap in our correspondence. Yet no hour came 
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from month to month to write a letter, since what- 
ever deliverance I got from one web in the last 
year served only to throw ino into another web aa 
pitiless. Yet what gossamer these tasks of mine 
must appear to your might ! Believe that the 
American climate is nnmaiuiing, or that one Amer- 
ican whom you know is severely taxed by Lilliput 
labors. The last hot summer enfeebled me till my 
young people coaxed me to go with Edward to the 
White Hills, and wc climj>ed or were dragged up 
Agiocochook, in August, and its sleet and snowy 
air nerved me again for the time. But tlie book- 
sellers, whom I bad long ago urged to reprint 
Plutarch's Morali, claimed some forgotten prom- 
ise, and set mo on reading the old patriarch 
again, and writiug a few pages about him, which 
no doubt cost me aa much time and pottering as 
it would cost you to write a Historj-, Then an 
" Oration " was due to tbo New England Society in 
New York, on the 250th anniversary of the Ply- 
mouth Landing, — as I thought myself familiar 
with the story, and holding also some opinions 
thereupon. But in the Libraries I found alcoves 
full of books and documents reckoned essential ; 
and, at New York, after reading for an Iiour to 
the great assembly out of my massy manuscript, 
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I refused to print a line until I could revise and 
complete my papers ; — risking, of com-se, the non- 
sense of their newspaper reportera. This pill swal- 
lowed and forgotten, it was already time for my 
Second " Course on Philosophy " at Cambridge, — 
which I had accepted again that I might repair the 
faults of the last year. But here were cight«en 
lectures, each to be read sixteen miles away from 
my house, to go and come, — and the same work 
and journey twice in each week, — and I have just 
got through the doleful ordeal. 

I have abundance of good readings and some 
honest writing on the leading topics, — but iu haste 
and confusion they are misplaced and spoiled. I 
hope the ruin of no young man's soul will liere or 
hereafter be charged to me as having wasted his 
time or confounded his reason. 

Now I come to the raid of a London bookseller, 
Hotten, (of whom I believe I never told you,) on 
my forgotten papers in the old DiaU, and other 
pamphlets here. Conway wrote me that be could 
not be resisted, — would certainly steal good and 
bad, — but might bo guided in the selection. I 
replied that the act was odious to me, and I prom- 
ised to denounce the man and his theft to an/ 
friends I might have in England ; but if, instead 
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of printing then, he would wait a year, I would 
make my own Belectiou, with the addition of some 
later critical papers, and permit the book. Mr. 
Ireland in Manchester, and Conway in London, 
took the affair kindly in hand, and Bottcn acceded 
to my change. And that ia the next taak that 
threatens my imbecility. But now, ten days ago 
or less, my friend John M. Forbes has come to 
me with a proposition to carry me oEf to California, 
the Yosemite, the Mammoth trees, and tlie Pacific, 
and, after much resietance, I hare surrendered for 
Bii weeks, and we set out to-morrow. And hence 
this sheet of confession, — that I may not drag 
a lengthening chain. Meantime, you have been 
monthly loading me with good for evil. I have just 
counted twenty-three volumes of Carlyle's Library 
Edition, in order on my shelves, besides two, or 
perhaps three, which Ellery Channing has bor^ 
rowed. Add, that the precious Chapman's SomeT 
came safely, though not till months after you had 
told me of its departure, and shall be guarded 
henceforward with joy. 

Wedf^iday, 13, Chicago. — Arrived here and can 
bring this little sheet to the post-office here. My 
daughter Edith Forlws, and her husband William 
H. Forbes, and three other friends, accompany mo, 
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and we shall overtake Mr. Forbes senior to-morrow 
at Burlington, Iowa. 

The widow of one of the noblest of oar young 
martyra in the War, Col. Lowell,' cousin [nephewj 
of James Russell Lowell, sends me word that she 
wishes mo to give her a note of introduction to yon, 
confiding to me that she has once written a letter 
to you which procured her the happiest reply from 
you, and I shall obey her, and you will see lier and 
own her rights. 

Still continue to be magnanimous to your friend, 
R. W. Emebson. 



cablyle to emerson. 

6 Cbbthb Row, Cbklssa* 
4 June, 1871, 

Deab Emerson, — Your Letter gave me great 
pleasure. A gleam of sunshine after a long tr&ct 
of lowering weather. It is not you that are to 

1 ChsriiH Knsscll Lowell, to be remnnbered »l«Birt with bonor 
in company with Uis brothrr Jimea Jackson Lowell ami his eoonn 
Williniu Lowell Patnntn, — a ahining group among llio youtiu wlio 
have died im their countcy. 
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blame for tliia B&d gap in our correspondence ; it 
ia I, or rattier it ia my misfortunes, and miserable 
inabilities, broken resolutions, etc., etc. The truth 
ia, the -winter here was very unfriendly to me ; 
broke ruinously into my sleep; and through that 
into every other department of my businesses, spir- 
itual and temporal ; so that from about New- Year's 
Day last I have been, in a manner, good for noth- 
ing, — nor am yet, though I do again feel as if the 
beautiful Summer weather might perhaps do some- 
thing for me. This it was tliat choked every enter- 
prise ; and postponed your Letter, week after week, 
through so many months. Let us not sjieak of it 
farther ! 

Note, meanwhile, I have no disease about me; 
nothing but the gradual decay of any poor di- 
gestive faculty I latterly had, — or indeed ever 
had since I was three and twenty years of age. 
Let us be quiet with it ; accept it as a mode of 
exit, of which always there must be some mode. 

I have got done with all my pross-correctings, 
editiontngs, and paltry bother of that kind : Vol. 
30 will embark for you about the middle of this 
month ; there are then to follow (" uniform," aa 
the printers call it, though iu smaller type) a lit- 
tle Tolume called General Index, and three more 
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volumes of Trantlatiom from the German : after 
wliicli we two will reckon and count ; and if there 
is any lacuna on the Concord shelf, at once make 
it good. Enough, enough on that score. 

The HottcD who has got hold of you Lere is a 
dirty little pirate, who snatches at everybody grown 
fat enough to yield lum a bite (paltry, unhanged 
creature) ; bo that in fact he is a symbol to you of 
your visible rise in the world here ; and, with Con- 
way's vigilance to help, will do you good and not 
evil. Glad am I, in any case, to see so much new 
spiritual produce still ripening around you ; and 
you ought to be glad, too. Pray Heaven yon may 
long keep your right hand steady : you, too, I can 
perceive, will never, any more than myself, learn to 
" write by dictation " in a maimer that will be sup- 
portable to you. I rejoice, also, to hear of such a 
magnificent adventure as that you arc now upon. 
Climbing the backbone of America ; looking into 
the Pacific Ocean too, and the gigantic wondera 
going on there. I fear you won't see Brigham 
Young, however ? He also to me is one of the 
products out there ; — and indeed I may confcsH to 
you that the doings in that region arc not only of 
a big character, but of a great; — and that in my 
occasional explosions against " Anarchy," and my 
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iaextiDguishable hatred of t(, I privately whisper 
to myaelf, " Could any Fricdrich Wilhelm, now, or 
Friedrich, or most perfect Governor you could 
hope to realize, guide forward what is America's 
CBBCutial taak at present faster or more completely 
than 'anarchic America' herself is now doing?" 
Such " Anarcliy " lias a great deal to say for it- 
Bclf, — (would to Heaven ours of England had as 
much!) — and points towards grand ant t'-Anarchies 
in the future ; in fact, I can already discern in it 
huge quantities of Anti-Anarchy in the " impal- 
pable-powder " condition ; and hope, with the aid 
of centuries, immense things from it, in my private 

Good Mrs. has ncTer yet made her ap- 
pearance ; but shall be welcome whenever she 
does. 

Did you ever hear the name of an aged, or 
elderly, fantastic fellow-citizen of yours, called 
J. Lee Rliss, who designates himself 0. F. and A. 
K., i. c. " Old Fogey " and " Amiable Kuss " ? Ho 
sent me, tlie other night, a wonderful miscellany 
of symlMlical shreds and patches ; which consid- 
erably amused me ; and witlial indicated good-will 
on the man's part ; who is not without humor, in- 
sight, and serious Intention or disposition. If you 
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ever did hear of him, eay a word on the subject 
next time you write. 

And above all things write. The instant you 

get home from California, or see this, let mo hear 

from you wliat your adventures have been and what 

tlio nest are to be. Adieu, dear Emerson. 

Yours ever affectionately, 

T. Cabltlb. 

Mrs. sends a note from Piccadilly this 

new morning (June 5th) ; call to be made there 
to-day by Niece Mary, card left, etc., etc. Promises 
to be an agreeable Lady. 

Did you ever hear of such a thing as this suicidal 
Finis of the French "Copper Captaincy"; gratui- 
tous Attack on Germany, and ditto Blowing-up of 
Paris by its own hand ! An event with meanings 

unspeakable, — deep aa the Abyet. 

If you ever write to C. Norton in Italy, send 
him my kind remembrances. 

T. 0. 

(with about the velocity of ESnr 

graving — on lead !) ' 

> Tiie letter tru dictated, but the i>ostavript, rrom llie first ligno- 
lura,w>s irntt«n in a tremuloua hand by Carlyle himMU'. 
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EMEKSON TO CABLYLE, 

Concord, 80 June, 18T1. 

Mt dear Cabltle, — 'T is more than time that 
you should hear from me whoso debte to you always 
accumulate. But my long journey to California 
ended in many distractions on my return home. 
I found Varioloid in my house, .... and I was 
not permitted to enter it for many days, and 
could only talk with wife, Bon^ and daughter 
from the yard. .... I had crowded and closed my 
Cambridge lectures in haste, and went to the land 
of Flowers invited by John M. Forbes, one of my 
most valued friends, father of ray daughter Edith's 
husband. With him and his family and one or 
two chosen guests, the trip was made under the 
best conditions of safety, comfort, and company, 
I measuring for the first time one entire line of 
the Country. 

California surprises with a geography, climate, 
vegetation, beasts, birds, fishes even, unlike ours ; 
the land immense; the Pacific sea; Steam brings 
the near neighborhood of Asia; and South America 
at your feet ; the mountains reaching the altitude of 
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Mont Blanc ; the State in its six hundred miles of 
latitude producing all our Northern fruits, aiid also 
the fig, orange, and banana. But the climate chiefly 
Burpriacd me. The Almanac said April ; but the 
day said June; — and day after day for six weeks 
uninterrupted aunsliiiie. November and December 
are the rainy months. The whole Country waa 
covered with flowers, and all of tliem unknown to 
U8 except in greenhouses. Every bird that I knov 
at home is represented here, but in gayer plumes. 

On the plains we saw multitudes of antelopes^ 
hares, gophers, — even elks, and one pair of voIfcb 
on the plains ; the grizzly bear only in a cage. 
We crossed one re^on of the buffalo, but only bst 
one captive. We found Indians at every railroad 
station, — the squaws and papooses begging, and 
the " bucks," as they wickedly call them, lounging. 
On our way out, we left the Pacific Raib'oad for 
twenty-four hours to visit Salt Lake ; called on 
Brigham Young — just seventy years old — who 
received us with quiet uncommitting courtesy, at 
first, — a strong-built, self-possessed, sufficient man 
with plain manners. He took early occasion to 
remark that " the one-man-power really meant 
all-meu's-power." Our interview was peaceable 
enough, and rather mended my impression of the 
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man ; and, after our visit, I read in the Deaeret 
newspaper his Speech to his people on the previous 
It avoided religion, but was full of Frank- 
tinion good sense. In one point, he says : " Your 
fear of the Indians is nonsense. The Indians like 
the white men's food. Feed them well, and they 
will surely die." He is clearly a sufficient ruler, 
and perhaps civilizer of his kingdom of blockheads 
ad interim; but I found that the San Franciscans 
believe that this exceptional power cannot survive 
Brighani. 



I have been surprised — but it is months ago — 
by a letter from Lacy Oarbett, the Architect, whom 
I do not know, but one of whose books, about 
*' Design in Architecture," I have always valued. 
This letter, asking of mo that Americans shall join 
Englishmen in a Petition to Parliament against 
pulling down Ancient Sa.xon buildings, is written 
in a way so wild as to suggest insanity, and I have 
not known how to answer it At my " Saturday 
Club" in Boston I sat at dinner by an English 
lord, — whose name I have forgotten, — from whom 
I tried to learn what laws Parliament had passed 
for the repairs of old religious Foundations, that 
could make them the victims of covetous Arcbi- 
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tects. But he assured me there were none Buch, 
aud that he himself was President of a Societj in 
his own County for the protection of such buildings. 
So that I am left entirely in the dark in regard to 
the fact and Garbett's letter. He claims to speak 
both for Ruskin and himself. 

I grieve to hear no better account of your health 
than your last letter gives. The only contradiction 
of it, namely, the power of your pen in this repro- 
duction of tliirty books, — aud tuck books, -^ is 
very important and very consoling to me. A great 
work to be done is the best iusurance, and I sleep 
quietly, notwithstanding these sad bulletins, — be- 
lieving that you cannot be spared. 

Fare well, dear friend, 

R. W. Embeson. 



CLXXXIX. 
EMERSON TO CARLTLE. 

Concord, K September, 1871. 
Mt Deab Carltle, — I hope you will have re- 
turned safely from the Orkneys in time to let my 
eon Edward W. E. see your face on his way 
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through London to Germany, wliither he goes to 
finish his medicfil studieB, — no, not finish, but 
prosecute. Give him your blesBtug, and tell him 
what he should look for in his few days in Lon- 
don, and what in your Prussia. Ho is a good 
youth, and we can spare him only for this neces- 
sity. I should like well to accompany him as far 
ss to your hearthstone, if only so I could persuade 
you that it ia but a ten-days ride for you thence 
to mine, — a little farther than tlie Orkneys, and 
the outskirts of land as good, and bigger. I read 
gladly in your letters some relentings toward 
America, — deeper ones in your dealing with Har- 
vard College ; and I know you could not see with- 
out interest the immense and varied blossoming of 
our possibilities here, — of all nationalities, too, 

besides our own. I have heard from Mrs, ■ 

twice lately, who exults in your kindness tc her. 
Always aSectionately, Yours, 

R. W. Emebsoh. 
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EMEKSON TO CAIILYLE. 



BALTmoRE, Md., S January, 187!. 
Mt dear Carlyle, — I received from jou 
through Mr. Chapman, just before Christmas, the 
last rich instalment of your Library Edition ; viz. 
Tola. IV.-X. Lift of Friednch; Vols. I.-IH. 
Tratulations from Oerman ; one volume GeT^t-ral 
Index; eleven volumes in all, — and now my 
stately collection is perfect. Perfect too is your 
Victory. But I clatter my chains with joy, as I did 
forty years ago, at your earliest gifts, Happy man 
you should be, to whom the Heaven has allowed 
fluch masterly completion. You shall wear yonr 
crown at the Pan-Saxon Games with no equal op 
approaching competitor in sight, — well earned by 
genius and exhaustive labor, and with nations for 
your pupils and praisers. I count it my eminent 
happiness to have been so nearly your contem- 
I>orary, and your friend, — permitted to detect by 
its rare light the new star almost before the East- 
erners had seen it, and to have found no dis- 
appointment, but jo}'ful confirmation rather, in 
coming close to its orb. Rest, rest, now for a time, 
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I pray you, and be thankful. McaDtime, I know- 
well all your perversities, and give them a wide 
berth. They Berioualy annoy a great many worthy 
renders, nations of readers sometimes, — but I heap 
them all as style, and read them as I read Rabe- 
lais's gigantic humors which astonish in order to 
force attention, and by and by are seen to be the 
rhetoric of a highly ^nrtuoua gentleman who aaears, 
I have been quite too busy with fast eiicceeding 
jobs (I may well call tlicm), in the last year, to 
have read much in these proud books ; but I begin 
to see daylight coming through my fogs, and I have 
not lost in the least my appetite for reading, — re- 
solve, with my old Harvard professor, " to retire 
and read the Authors." 

I am impatient to deserve your grand Volumes 
by readiug in them witli all the haughty airs that 
belong to seventy years which I shall count if I 
live till May, 1873. Meantime I see well that you 
have lost none of your power, and I wish that you 
would let in some good Eckermann to dine with 
you day by day, and competent to report your opin- 
ions, — for you can speak as well as you can write, 

and what the world to come should know 

Affectionately, 

E. W. Emerson. 
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CARLYLE TO EMERSON. 

6 Chktnb Row, Chxlssa, 
2 April, 1S72. 

Dear Emerson, — I am covered with confusion, 
astouishmcut, and sbame to think of my long 
silence. Tou wrote mc two beautiful letters ; 
none friendlier, brighter, wiser could come to mo 
from any quarter of the world ; and I have not 
answered even by a sign. Promptly and punctu- 
ally my poor heart did answer ; but to do it out- 
wardly, — aa if there had lain some enchantment 
on me, — was beyond my power. Tho one thing 
I can say in escuse or explanation is, that ever 
since Summer last, I have been in an unusually 
dyspeptic, peaking, pining, and dispirited condi- 
tion ; and have no riglit Iiaiid of my own for writ- 
ing, nor, for several mouths, had any otlier that 
was altogether agreeable to me. But in fine I 
don't believe you lay any blame or anger on me 
at all ; and I will say uo more about it, hut only 
try to repent and do better next time. 

Your letter from the Far West was charmingly 
vivid and free ; one seemed to attond you person- 
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ally, and Bee with one's own eyes the notaUliat 
human and other, of those huge regions, in ^'our 
gwift flight through them to and from. I retain 
your little etching of Brigham Young as a bit of 
real likeness ; I have often thought of your transit 
tlirougli Chicago since poor Chicago itself vanished 
out of the world on wings of fire. There is some- 
thing huge, painful, aud almost appalling to me in 
that wild Western World of yours ; — and espe- 
cially I wonder at the gold-nuggeting there, while 
plainly every gold-nuggeter is no other than a 
criminal to Human Society, and has to steal the 
exact value of his gold nu^et from the pockets 
of all the posterity of Adam, now and for some 
time to come, in this world. I conclude it is a 
bait used by Ail-wise Providence to attract your 
people out thither, there to build towns, make 
roads, fell forests (or plant forests), and make 
ready a Dwelling-place for new Nations, who will 
find themselves called to quite other thau nug^^et- 
hunting. In the hideous stew of Anarchy, in 
which all English Populations present themselves 
to my dismal contemplation at this day, it is a 
solid consolation tliat there will verily, in anotlier 
fifty years, be above a hundred million men and 
women on this Planet who can all read Shake- 
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epeare and the English Bible and the (also fori 
long time biblical and noble) history of their 
Mother Coiintrv, — and proceed again to do, un- 
less the Devil bo in them, as their Forebears did, 
or better, if they have the heart ! — 

Except that yoa are a thousand times too kind 
to me, your second Letter also was altogether 
charming. .... 

Do you read Rnskin'a Fors Clavigtra, which he 
cheerily tella me geta itself reprinted in America I 
If you don't, do, I advise you. Also his Munera 
PvXveri», Osford-Lectures on Art, and whatever 
else he is now writing, — if you can manage to 
get them (which is difhcult here, owing to the 
ways he has towards the biblio[Milic world!). There 
ia nothing going on among us as notable to mc as 
thoae fierce lightning-bolts Ruskin is copiously and 
desperately pouring into the black world of Anar- 
chy all around him. No other man in England 
that I meet has in him the divine rage against in- 
iquity, falsity, and baseness that Uuskin has, and 
that every man ought to have. Unhappily he is 
not a strong mac ; one might say a weak man 
rather ; and has not the least prudence of manage- 
ment ; though if he can hold out for another fifteen 
years or so, he may produce, even in this way, a 
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great effect. God grant it, say I. Fronde is com- 
ing to you in October. You will find him a most 
clear, friendly, ingenious, solid, and excellent man ; 
and I am very glad to find you among those who 
are to take care of him when he comes to your new 
Country. Do your best and wisest towards him, 
for my sake, withal. He is the valuablest Friend 
I now have in England, nearly though not quite 
altogether the one man in talking with whom I can 
get any real profit or comfort. Alas, alas, here is 
the end of the paper, dear Emerson; and I bad still 
a whole wilderness of things to say. Write to me, 
or even do not write, and I will surely write again. 
I remain as ever Your Affectionate Friend, 

T. Gablyle. 



In November, 1872, Emerson went to England, 
and the two friends met again. After a short stay 
he proceeded to the Continent and Egypt, return- 
ing to London in the spring of 1878. For the last 
time Garlyle and he saw each other. In May, 
Emerson returned home. After this time no let- 
ters passed between him and Garlyle. They were 
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both old men. Writing had become difficult to 
them; and little was left to say. 

Carlyle died, eighty-five years old, on the 6th of 
February, 1881. Emerson died, seventy-nine years 
old, on the 27th of April, 1882. 
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800; to be tnuted, 887, 879; inaapporUbilities of, ii. 47. 

AcGoantSy Emerson's, a memento of affection, 858; made out in beantifnl 
manner, 818. 

Altken, Miss Mary Carlyle, Carljle's niece, bears him company, ii. 860. 

Alcott, A. Bronson, (1848,) visit from, ii. 7; character of, 8; remarka 
upon, 17; his English Tail, 84. 

America, scheme of going to, 44, 888, 875; a new commercial England, 
44; door of hope to Europe, 71; scheme of visit to, fading, 115, 880; 
report from, 831; visit almost decided on, 880; visit given up, 887; 
debt of, to Emerson, ii. 889; visit to, pare Moonshine, 889; anti- 
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860. 

American funds, inquiry concerning, 886. 
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gions, 187; as the Cave of TVophonint, 851. 

Apes, Dead Sea, ii. 93 note. 

Aristocracy, ii. 111. 

Art, all at sea as to, ii. 158. 

Ashburton, Dowager Lady, visit to her at Mentone, ii. 840; at Melchet 
Court, 350, 351. 

Ashburton, Lord, family, ii. 107; death of his mother, 801. 

Austin, Mrs., half ruined by celebrity, 47. 

Babtu>v, maternal, 888. 

Bacon, Miss Delia, a real acquisition, ii. 860 ; her Shakespeare enttr- 
priie, 861; at St. Alban's, 978; soUdtode concerning, 887. 
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rAUBAV, the naked, 300, 
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aulaH. ]fi9; the I.ord den^■er us from, Ifll. 
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(1S3S] ft Turluui, (0; biding In-fil, II; work on F. R., 19, mnist 
Kek tDoihcr craft than liitmure, 42; toSen from loliiary cxlit- 
cnce, U; pouibllidcB, kduring in Ancrlc*. 44; duBtrui'tiun of US. 
o( F. R., G8; dubioui m to going [a Aiiierifji, 78; idl», lired otil, 
effect of buniintf of US., TT; (ISafl) F, R. near ended, one pull 
man, 90; wt*ry and ill, fll; ritit lo Scotland tor rest, 91; alwarB 
tMt, IDS; F. R.xobt auiabed in two mnnthn, 103; tbe pooretl man 
iti London, 103; in unpnimalaUe man, 103; impalicnt vllh (ellow- 
cnatum, 105; intend* to Me Londati out, lOG; no money earned (or 
fouryeara. 107; means to be well tome day, 109; (ISST) taat word 
of F. R., Ill; no miD with leis empire in the world, IIS; icheme 
for leeturiBg at tbe Royal Inatitulion, IIS; to irtt Ibniiigh tbe turn- 
mer, IIG; Icclurca in London, 133; retreat Into Scotland, worn out, 
12T, 138; had lie meana, would leave London, 139; (1838) ipectre 
of Beggaiy vaniihing, 163; awiiti at ending of BiWiopoIy, IM; 
plans, lecturing, 15(1; money reiult of lectured, 167; in Scotland, 
176; £30 rveeived from Kew England, ITfl; dvE'pcpia, 186: pm- 
poKa to buy a nag, 187, 253; focLi old, dealrei rest, lub, 100; dr>atli 
seenu beautiful, to al» life, 30S; (1839) feeling in re^rd to money 
from America, 911, wear and tear in London, EU; life dynpeptic, 
Bolilary, faimtelfuiuch of a fool, Slfi; orged tu write on Cromwell. 
aiS; a print acnl, S37; a new bargain. £33, 239; lecturea on Revo- 
lution*, 330, 253; forwd lo lecture by want of money, 238; for 
tbe preiient no longer poor, 930; riijt to Seniland. 281 ; bent on writ- 
ing, 883; ruiitirBliiig, f'O; miilliplez binding, 371; errnrs in prim, 
S73; profltf, 373: cage' e» for Emenon'a ullerances, 37i; in Scoto- 
brig, 27fi: drfnlcation In lei ten, 370; CAnrO'm projected, 277; pi>l>- 
ll>hed,376: K'lVAtIn .Vtufer publinhed, 9T0; people from Aiuerica, 
280 (1840) Ch-Klim.ai-. accused of being a Tory, 202) thinking 
of work on Cromwell, 354, 392; no eppclile for lecturing, 393; 
D'Oraay portrait, 300; lectuiea on Heroei and Uero-wonhip, 305, 
318; thouglit of lecturing lu Amerka, 330; detiie of peace, 321 ; nut 
to go to America, 327; printing levturea, 338; hoircback ride over 
Surrey, 330; deep in Cromweliian hooka, 330; money not now iii- 
di•pen(abl^ 3^; (ISIl) vi>it to Ullnes, 350; correcting F-tMagi, 373; 
■ ahipwreck, 374; to his mother, SAl: duei nolhiog, HA; longing 
for aolitude, 356; giung to Scollaiid, 33ft, 363, 370; a paciBo alien, 
300; not to ponrnow, 383, 185; (1842) <teath of Mn. Carlyle'a mother, 
31)3; in Scotland on buaine», 304; book on Cromwell begnn, »ib: 
more moiiev from America, li. 4; change of publinlierr, 6, uliidiea on 
Cromwell, G, 10; no longer in vital neecl of money, 17; (184.1) /'ill 
iMcffrCKnl Ruished,23i reprint of P. and P. in America, 33, 25 ; 
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janniev In W«Ie>, Lanculiire, SrolUnd, 10; irvkrincst, 40; deeldM' 
tn wriio ■ book uu CroDiweli, U: (18)1) holth dcKpicalils, 6T, 
oHered profoBMiniliip iii Ediiiliurgh Uiiivenily, 03; Tisil lo Wio- 
cbeBti>r,T4i rnfaceto Emenou'B funjx, 7S| (ISlfi) tnrgilti wUh 
PblUddphia puhltihcr, B3: partraJt, 89; d«>pondciicy tbout CVuh- 
mtU, 83; ill-hMlth, 83; Life of CrommtU flnidliEd, B7i journey 
tha NiTlh Country-, OS; pubtjeition of Cromtctll, 100, t06, 108, 100- 
114; riaiu to ScutUnd, 104, 131, 113; ciiit and eofpcl, lUS; llaaip- 
■hlre cout, 106: PliiLidelph!)i remUMnce. 1U8: on Corn-t^m, lUj 
Amflrkan bargRm*, IIG, 118-133, 1S8i pfaotogrtph, 116, 119, 13^ 
130; ridiiit;, IIT; (1S16] ravUing his old bwks, 13<l; prupottd jouiw 
nej lo Lanea.>bire and Scotland, 137; ill, 143; Tl»ii lo Nonh 
by, 143; condiilon of Irflaiid, 148, 141i vlnil Irom Miu Fuller, 14^ 
IIS: Goopel ot Fnternit}', 14B; (tSlT) vltit lo Ibfl Baringi In 
H«mp«hire, 151; jouniey to Torkfliire, 108; inviiaiioti t» Emerson, 
Ibb, IflO; occupied niDi the Doineiday Book, 185; idU, ISO; riaU 
to Hampibire, ISQ: (I84S) idle, 193; (1840} artldu on Iwllaa eon, 
200; Iih very grim,SD8; lour in IrcUnd. !11; vWitn In tba Nonh 
Country, 91S; (18a)J life black •rlih care, labor, and Hl-hniUh, 21S; 
flutnliei Lo»rr Dag PampliUUi, SIT; i-jiil lo tiix n-olher-a, 929; to 
Walm,a24; nervei diwmUred, BBS; (18SI) wrilinB Slerling'a Ijfa, 
926; llUiealth, 339; wllb Mn. CnHylH ■( Matwn. 9S$: InpnTcd 
bealth, 330; puti on apedaclc, 938: (185!) .olilarv. 347; n»dl»g 
■bout Frederick, 247, S6T; (1853) journey to Qemiany, <U; MM* 
ing an addition to his houM, 3M: (ISM) death of hi> ranth«r, 9«»( 
make* no way in Pruwion Biatory, 270 ; (I8SS) almnet beatm hf 
talk with Fitdeiict, 278 i (18M) life burdcn«.nin, 286; vi«ll 16 Soul- 
land, 386; Lift r^f Frtiltrirk lo go to prei«, 366; (ISM) rlilt t« 
Scoilaud, 290^ (ISSS) completes two volnmea of Fnrleriei. v^inam 
of job, 399; (1B80) in Stygian Abyn at FrtJfriet, S08[ (1881) stin 
twelve monlht from end of tank, 312; (1866) Frrtlrriei flnhbed, 
Sii: worn onl, 335; vlpjt In hit elden living ulster, 826; (1807) hi* 
conriilion, 337; death of lii> wife, 838; wriling recnltertlnn*, MS; 
TliU to Hi» Davsnport Bromley. 330; rinU to pDwagcr 1^7 
Asliburtnn at Uenlono, 310; (1800) proposed di>|>»a1 of bnoka 
nied In writing on Cromwell and Frederick, 343i vtiit at Helcbet 
Conn, 3aO; bnquert of books to Hanant College, S4S-3U; at 
Anunn, 370; (1BT3) bis condlllcn, 386; Emenon loo kind to bhn, 
388. 
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print cent by, 137; better thui u*iu1, 338, ass, HI: getting 
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Channlng. Rer. W. n., wnda Progrea»H>Mhe-3pecIes Periodical, Ii. 48. 

rhnnli>m, in the mldrt nf, 370. 

Ckarlitm, pohlinhed, STSi ibeets of, Kul, 387; excttea yelping, 387) 
tecnnd edition of, 391. 

Cbicagn. referred tn, ii. 380. 

Chfld, Mn. I.ydia Haria, brr PhiUhia. 109. 

ChriiUn Emminer. the, article in. on Bartor Jteiartiu. ISS. 

CUre, ConnloM of, Dr. ,lohn Carlyle her (ravelling pliydcian, T3. 

CUrk. E. P., In charge of American Inoksellen' account!, U. 47, TS, SI, 
138. 

Clarke. Rev. Dr. .Inmes Frpeman, mejii«([« to, 93. 

Clonsb, Arthur Hnnh, (1849) cone to Itnly, II. 310; Cnrlyle likra Wm, 
210; (18531 hopes he is coming home from America, 367; settled in 
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hia office, Ml; hl> impresaion of New Engliod, 361; (ISH) vUt 
[ram, aiT. 

Cockucyi, none to Inlnide, 37 J. 

Colcrldgu, dvstli of, 3fi. 

CoUiiia, au imnwliiBC, ■ portnyal of Curlyle ia rii Oiif X AiHji, a^ 3S5. 

ColniMn, Rav. Hcuiy, mmtiau of, ii. U. 

Concord, *■ reil^tnaginary liKSlIt}', 04; ttxna worthy or itt Dame, 103} 
would gUdlv run 10, 104; fefemd lo, 177 ; not forgolUn, 19Bi hope 
of getting tlwn, 313; load notion of aeitiag, ii, SOS. 

Concopl Uoiuebold, inviting docriptiou of, uid welMinie to, thankfol 
fur, ITT; drawins-rooin, 22S; glinipH into, ii. 1161) UudIu tor pi>- 
ttntlal welcome to, 334. 

Cimlatt nfLift, tlie, cummendalioa of, il. 311. 

Conwa]', Moncura D., acquaiDtinm irilb, liking for, ii. SSS. 

Ciwiidge, JoHpb, visit bom, 316; pre&rrcd, 233. 

Cooper, Fenimon, down in tbe ■byii, H3. 

Cupper-Cupluncf. Gnia of Frencli, ii. 3T8. 

Cam-IjwB, agilaliDn about, <i. Ill, 114. 

Cnltfenpultock, Eniereon't viiit at, 4, IS, TS; left aolitary, 34 ; referenca 
by Mn. Cariyle to Emenon'a Ti>it at, 133; racolleclions, ii. US. 

Cromwell, peo[iIa will have bim write on, 21S; liave ttiougbt often of, 
254, sua; over bead and can in booki ibont, 330; on* of the 
greatest Boula of Eogliah kin, S30; atill at work on, 311; writing 
upon, begun, 303 ; Btudiea on, proceed, ii. 6. 10; may abandon His 
taak, Si not to be mentioned, SI; muit write a book on. 14i biui- 
neu Femaina Immovable, W\ Ilirice unrortunate book, 67; lei ui 6» 
itorloavaittoIhedeviKSS; no hialory cun be written, H; quoted, 
III, BOO; atatueof, 209. 

Cromieell. LtUen and Spcrdia o/, gUhtnd, il. 93; flnitliftd,9ai natun 
of Ibe book, 07, 103, 106; hcoiuI edition demanded, IDS; addiliona, 
lOD-111, llfl; Evereit'a itriciuree, 112: Cotton letter. 112; Ameri- 
can edition, 116, 110, 130, 139, 130; pbotograpb, lie, 110, 122; 
third edition of, 308; proposed dixpoBsi of books Died in writing, 
843. 

Crewe. Mrs., nefinalntance to be mado with, ii. 198. _ 

CnilliertaitdJoimM,t.itory, printed in Frtutr't Maffannt,i3»- 

DiHTMDUTn COLLEOK, 338. 

Dead Sea. Apes ol the, ii. B3. 

Deilh, nl friends, reflocUons on the, 3T, 101 ; fellowship with Geniua oC, 

ii. B, 
Dial, the. No. 1, tooeliereal, 330; No. 8, better, 840; all neriform, 383; 
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(nmewbat Anlina 

41; Emenon'i paper in, on PiM ami /'rcKol, iS. 
Olamand Xicklaee, the, *nicle an, ■ queer production, 34 j to be printed 

in Fnatr't Magaatie, lOTi Mill to EmerMQ, 114. 
Diana, iHiuioii lo, u an obatruclion. Gt). 
Diuy, paaugo from, concerpjog Falber O'She&'a and Emenoo'i esti- 

male nf Sarlur, 31 uole. 
Dickent, reterved for queMionable fate, 199; Kparatlon from liis vif«, 

ii. 301. 
Diogenn, dimandlng a whole tub, an illnsiraiion, 3T1. 
Domrnlaii Boot, blur with, ii. IS6. 
D-Oraay, Coiim, deicriptioB of, aUB; portrait by, 300. 
Dunci, not lo be a, the one thing needful in ■ mui, S0£. 
Durham, Lord, hii pmple, 331. 
Dwigbt, John S„ bii IninBlalioni, SKTj hji book reteived and liked, 237. 



Eliol, President, mesaage to, ii. 3A8. 

Elli), Mr., of BoBlon, carrying a 

Emerup, (1833) vitit at Craigcn put lock, 3-9, IB. TB; (ISU) hii Utter 
welcome, t8| iiia entlmale of TeufeMriJckh, 30; hii objection! lo 
the slyle. 33: hi> brother*! d«th, 37; to ail ellll, 39; his obirclioDS 
to Goethe, 391 (1835) his marriage, 04; his (Hendline», T4: (IS36) 
death of bi> broiber Cbarle*. 101-. (183T) hi> Kaiure-, 113; Miu 
Marlineau'e account of liim, 113; Sterling'! fmiiDg toward him, 
141; his Oration before the Phi Beta Kappa Society, 141; work 
betoni him, 143; slill Is keep quiet, 143; (1B38) good newa from 
him, IBI; be quiet, lU; hi! lecture! on Human Culture, 16G; di<- 
iribulionorcopiet of hlsOralion, IflS; £!iO received from him, ITS; 
hinJVpbire nearly thumbed to piece*, 180; a blenlng to Carlyle, 
188; hi* Dartmouth Oration, 189; waohbowl-temput concerning 
hi! Divinity School Oration, 1S9; Carlyle older than he, 198; inri- 
lilion lo England, 198; opinion a concerning hi* Dartmouth Oration, 
306; (1839) mnrtey from him, SlI: cliaracter of hi! Oration!, 316; 
hia faculty, SIS; >ome ooncrela Ihing to be Emereonlieil, 317 1 cita- 
tion from, by Gladitone, SIT; Irctnm Inlerruptefl, 187', quoted in 
England, 231, 333; lillle MaiJIiia, SSB; hi! accounla clear ai day, 
3fi8; Ibanks lo bim, 310; not "a reporter," 359; book> ahipped, 
3TI-3T3; Carlyle'! dealra to aee hIa new book, 971; a gift, XTH; 
proof-aheeti aeat to, S79; reading Getman, 3T9; lettera of intrVi 
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duclion, aSD; bonh especlcd, 3B1; rnHH^ca to, !8S; Hilne* to \ 
raviev him, SSS; (184U) Uiinki for trouble *bciul bwk>, 2111 ; H>d- 
■me Keeker upon liini, ViS; wisli llial Iii! would Icara (iEdiian, Z7!l; 
thiiiki', 3(11; ucouiiti mule out iu beautiful mianer, 318; lii> re- 
mark* DuUoellic. 3W; (1841) bit £'myi, Ilie t-oke ol > wUh, 359; 
Ehhtsoii a new era, 363; luuney from biui, V6i\ paper in i>iuir'j 
Magaanc opuu liim, S&T; nprint of Lnnyt, »6l; quirk lelUnf, STD( 
Kaolukel, 3TI; llie Euafi epeak bi EuKlauJ, 373, SB3; hla criti' 
dam of Lander, Wi, 3S0; money fi'oiu bim, DBA; US13) deal!) of 
bii son, 3DD; hii fnendstiip, ii. V) bie jud([mi;at of Altull, IT; liia 
JVoN 11* A'/umur, 18, Id; (1843) IidImliIm uu|;lil ddI la be teea ia 
company witb, 34; alonn, S4; Macread}' iatroduud to him, 34; hia 
eriticiim of Carlyle, 42; hia voioe, 60; (1844) mooejr Hiiit him lor 
Rprini or Euaj/i, bii vriticiBm of him by tiilSllan, 66; bii Iciten 
to Sterling relumed, T4; repriui of lila £»aj|(, Second Sertei, IB; 
(1846) his public la EugUnd, 9i; no ullur vuira iceuu •pnaUog, 
06; new book promiaed, 107; new lecturea, 111, 114; a Hxed idea, 
116; a dealrtd pittun, IIU, 122, I30i newspaper wilt. 118; (ISiS) 
hia photograph, 134; (1847) bia Fatiiit, 14S, 161; prutpecl u( hi* 
earning (a England, 1(3, KQ, 169; iiivilaliun to bim, 166; invita- 
tion repealed, 100; bii home in England at Chrj'ne Bow, ITS; in 
England, I7T-197; admiration of his virlues, 108: Indian com from, 
SOB, 211; direrijfnce from, SIT; hli friendship, SIT. aS4; a numo- 
Tial sent to, 39T; Carlj-le's aim afpiinBt, !(t; dlHenl from and 
agreement wilb. 949; an enthuriul. 94Si lo penevcrB in wrilinXf 
S4fl, 953. 95T; nn ynicB but hiti cnmpletalT human lo Carlvie, 98)1, 
in, 80S, 83T. SBOi debt of Ameriea to, 9S0: bin eneouraeenent 
about Lift of Frrdirici, BOB ; hi» rcmrfiH^ qf Lift. 311; Hon. L, 
Stanlsy inlmdund lo blm, SIS: onnfulted in rrirard lo pmpnwil 
bequeet of bnoka to Harvard Collet", 349; Library Kdilion of 
Worka »nl, 344 pf ttij. ; Vm eollecled rorki receired, 346; ht^ 
' Boricly a*/ Bolitvlt, 368; his lecturei on Philomph]', S4tt hla 
rinil to California, 3TS. 

Emenon, Mr*., good wiih» lo, 04; ropy of Mif-tUamitM Knt lo, 336; 
letter In, S33; ber alchemy, 343; lympaihy wilh, 3119; mwsage to, 
ii. 19; lo have roto in bnsineu of purtrall, 136; referred to, IBS; 
meu*)ce to, 361, 

Emeninn, Cbarlei, death of, 101. 

Emeraon, Edward Bliu. death n(. 87. 

EnRland, chaoi of polllio in, 71; «otd lo Mammnn, 113; change in, IMj 
and CharUm, 978: things brrakiog up in. ii. 93. 

Engtiah, Ihe, fgrmaleat ot iieople, 339 ; a meeting of all, 3T0. 
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Engliiih Language, dilTerent apelting, 3T3. 

UngliA Traill, inlicipMloD of, II, SSil ; pnlsa or, 383 ; mding «t 
WiBlou, 3*0. 

Enkioe, Mr. I'hoiiiBS. mcnlioned, 3S3. 

(, Emeraun's, noiarka aii, 3fi2; oBt M uw, SttB; to be teprinl^ in 
London, 3M, 373; rpeak to England, 382: sdoof, 3S3t )>iraliciil re- 
print of, !i. 41, 47, 61i Sacond Seriei, read in proof, 75, 70; Preface 
ID SMuDd Serki, 7U j critieum of, 80. 

OK on CramwtU, ii. 113; report of EmeiBOD, 113. 

Exetsr Hall, ii. lOB. 

Exodui from Uouiidtditvli, apoteQiinl book, ii. 170. 

Fact, a gnat ihiiig, 93. 

Kerricr, Jwne<, aulligr of e»»j do Contcioiunou, ii. Bi. 

FomuU*, ineu in New England abould awallow Ibeir, 169, 

Francis KcT. Dr. Cnnren, tbanki lo, 179. 

Pnnklin, might have written En^lM Tmiu, Ii. 393. 

Frtutr-t JfnjioiitK, pulilio oT, aoj arlido on Oianumd ^iiddact lo be 
primed In, lufJ; bartiinliig, 3^j Imirlali' 'Us from Gwilie in, 23Bi 
CmtAenaitdJodtria printed ill. J38; paper on Fjnerwin In. 3B7. 

Frederiek tliG Gn-at, MLying of, 77; <ISJ3) rvndiiigaboul, i>. 247; (1B53] 
visit loaonie of Ills battle-fields, 256; mill reading about, 2S7; not 
divine enough, it70 ; hii reply to Bulirr. SOI. 

Frederick the Grml, Lift of. (1851) no pmgrciw in wrlling, il. 2T0i Ili« 
intuperabls dlHU'ully, 371 1 ( ISH) nt\\y for the prinlen, SSO; (tSfiB) 
fim two rolatnes complete, 299; iiearlj- wortblctt. 300; (iSI<0| a 
Stygian ahyin, 308t Emenon'e word) about flnt two volumes Car. 
lyla'i one eneDuragemenl, SOIIi criticinnt of. 300; (IBSI) iitill iweira 
monlha from end of, 3ia; (ISOB) ended, 3S(i; nvarl;- kilted bj-, 337; 
intention In regard lo bonk* nwd in writing, 339. 

French Republic, the new, 184S, ealisraetinn al, Ii. 1S3. 
Frtnek Snotulioit, Ihe, wvrk upon, 39: one volume dune, 49: dreadful 
labor, 42; lieitnietion of H3. of Hnt volume, OS; hanijicrrd br, 7(1; 
burning of MS. a aore burineu, 77; engn»emeiil Willi. 90; firil and 
aeennd Tolnmen finiahcd, 91; book almml flnUhed, 103; cbaracler 
of book, 103; laat word wrlllen. 114; pronf-heet sent to Emerwin, 
114; cop7 ot book sent. 134; aniiEipalInn as tu receplion bj- iha 
public, 134 ; Ilianki for arranceinents for American rpprliit, 161 ; 
copv received, 194. 331; money on accounl received, 176; weond 
Engliih edition ot, loh, 313, 228, 3W; accounl of talct, 338, 318; 
pmhable renilla ot shipment, 238, 380,391; lecturae, 230; abetter 
bnuk, 254; pnwf-eheet of new edition »enl, !S6; for X«w England, 
973; copies Khlppcd.SSB: (Tutsan Index, il. Llfl, 139. 
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Fcienib, in I^don, B3, 105. 214. 

Frothinghun, Rev. Dr. N. L., bii kMlcIa in Ckruliait Examim 
BaHar Raartvi. Ill, 120. 

Fnuile, J. A-, (1872) valu«bl«t Iriund C«rlj-1« hu, in EnRlund, ii. 

KulJer, Mar^rel. Iluxlu o( Un. Carlvle fur her book, ii. 9i\ arriTal, 
114; denrription, 119, IMj remsriii conccraing her, laS; nolc vf, to 
Emonujn, IM; iiitroduclion of, to the Peputls, 1S7: letltr frora.SU; 
inquiry concerning Life ot, 288; Brovrniiufi reuiinijcencw ot, £38, 
243; herqtullliiiii, 242: character of Mtmmnol, 243; loM letl«r of 
Huiini kbout, 243; prelacc, 370. 

Fuller, S. U., innslatinns, 370. 

Fumew, R«v. Dr. W. H., »jd W C»rly]e, ii. IM. 

hie urivil, 379; dwrription of, 380; givta 

" inter, ii, BI. 

ijcel \ portitins of it printed, 

>7 Emerson, 40; oot of 
I; HuflinBD uid Heck 



i Slali 



nd health nf 

mind, 40; bow Jnhn Knox woulJ have regarded iiirn, 10; hnoka 
relltiJig 10, 109; Waltingliim, a pnrtraj-al u[Ga«(1.e in Tit Ompc 
Aiaj, 113, 205; trantlalion ot bin Moirrtin aud JVnn/I', ISA, tM; 
tran«b1tnn •>! Wilktlm XiuUr, ITS; Ecitennann'i Coanr-iliaiu, 
276; Emonon'i critique on him in ths Dial, 840; quoted, ii. IDS. 

Greece, a PaniDnian meelitig, 370. 

Greek, doad, and living Enfcli'b, Ii. 137. 

Green, Kcv. Beriah, Inquiry concerning, Ii, 138. 

Gully, I>r,, pontiflot iraier^ure in Engluid, ii. SU. 

IIapu, Hediutiona In, ITS. 

Ilanipublre Cuant, trip to, it. 106. 

Hu«,Ju1mii. mentioiwd, 303. 

Ibrvanl Collrg*, be(|iiesl of bookt In. ii.34S: calilncuc of iHnka t 



up making portrait, aSl; proi 


mires lu 


heconii 


CermaH LiliraUtrc. Sittorf if, a 


luckl». 


1 project 


333. 






f/ermon RajKkmit, Bptumtm of. 


copy se 


^nt for 1 


print, bett part in new With 


rUM, 


iUir.Sa 


in Appendix In UtKillaiurt, 


303. 




Germany, visit to, ii. 3U. 












GilAllan, Rev. George, aulhor of paper oi 


lEmers. 


Glad atone, cl ration frooi Emersiia 


in hu Church . 


», 21«. 








natural, 
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Ucalth, ■Iways sick, 102; ezlremely dytpeplic, VH; aiclc, 128; improvtd, 
1T»; dyspeiitic, 341 ; Iwd, 341; d«n|>iulile, u. £7; verjr aicklf , US ; 
diturdeRd ntrvu, SSS; ill, aau, STB, SBS. 

Ilnlge, Kbv. Dr. Frederic H., vuic from, ii. 140. 

llrKct, tnnslaliou Erom, by gtjrliug, reul, ii. 388. 

lleraud, Jobn A., dMcription of, 303; ralennca to, 133. 

Heruo aud UerivwDrsliip, lecturea on, iu prmpact, 305i delivered, 31B; 
lulwUnce of, 319; wrilten out, 32D; tirolnlily to be printed, 838; 
Kill in MS., 13T ; prialed ibeeta leul. 344; imyinent for, 3Sft; pi- 
rated reprint of, 3fi&; AppleUin'a reprint tcuiililuiuly prialed, 31)6; 
printing, 3T3; American ediLion, ii. 130. 

Hialory, the only poetry, 3&. 

Hoar, E. R, (1847) visit fttim, \i. 161; rally pleoitanl, ISl; mwuge to, 
from Dr. Jacobeon, 171. 

Homer, equal ahipa, 3T0. 

Horn. Carlyle too poor to keep a, 187; to be bought will] mom^ from 
America. 187; Mie of, 399. Ste Yankee. 

Boneback, ridinR <in, remudy for dyspepua, 186; joumey on, over Sur- 
rey and SiixFvx. 839. 

Hougblon, l,ord. Sit Milnes. 

How aid Man, Mim M.irlineau'«. 341, HH. 

Hunt, Leigh, cockney man ofgiRilui, 109; his deKripiionof Heraud, 303. 

iMroarCRK, fallen banlinipl, ii. 313. 

Indian m«1, (1B4S) tiiieBtioni concernlnK, ii. 199; arrival of, from CoD- 

rord.SOS: article on, for rrniFr'(Jfi^iJ», 300; lecond barret fknm 

Conwinl, 311. 

10, il. 143, 311; condition of, 142, 213i advice about, 



214. 
Irelond. Alex 



/.■i- 



. talk wllh, mneemlng Emenon'i eomiug to Engtind,- 

■d to, 1,VI. imi, I7S. 

ugv from, concerning Father 0>Shea, 21 nolo. 



ilArooso!!, Dr., Knd» m 
Jamo", tlenry, rerosrlu 

home by hh handu, 74, 83. 
Jargon, abnnndlnf!, ii. 114. 
Jam niri>l. fnunded no fwt. ii. IB 

nnf about, 82 ; and Jull■^ 2M. 



abmil, 83 1 TolUIn'i 
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Koran, tlort- from, ii. 93 note. 

Kutut, iu brotlicrlicwd wjib Shovel !utlei7, ii. IBS. 

LAMDon, deKriiilion of, 308, 838; Em6i»on'« critic iim on, 381; decervei 
more prai** iliaii he geu, 887; retensnec lo, iL IM ; viiil lo, S34. 

/.iiHerfluy/'am/jAicM.fiiiiahed. ii. air; iu>mblo Urkioff »I. 219; Kmep- 
wn'i judgment of, 222 i their one beiiefll to Carl^'le, SM ; abiue at, 
847. 

Laurence, Simuel. hl« likeneii of Carlyle, 381, ii. 90. 

Lectare*, — on German Litemture. 123; on Uiilniy of LiUntiuv, 186; 
money reeull, 167; uiulhercourH in pro^giecl, 179, !»«; miKvlUm- 
oai aadiance, 180; Inlerrvpled by illiHU, 327; Rerolulion* af JIud. 
era Europe, S30: coming mi, 338 ; over, 9&2 ; rtpptiriiiiini for, S9S ; 
on Heroca and Hero-mmblp in prospect, SOS; sut»tanc« of, 819; oD 
llerocB and Hcro-wonhip written out, 330. 

L«ctum ill England. Enierion'* coining lo ([ive, ii. 1S3, IM, IS9. 

Leclurinj;, America and, U, STB; Inquiries conceniing. in AmeriM, Mj 
eonilderationo on, T5, 280: in ttoj-al Institution, ll&i drirvn to, hy 
Deceititr, IM, 838; no appslite for, 393; hateful, 837; in Euttlasd, 
II. lU: in London, 1B7. 

Lee, Ura. Tliomif, her book about Jeau Paul, ii. 20; piratical nprinl o( 
her book. 63. 

L'Eitranse, Hammond, on >tammi?rinK men, il. M. 

l^Ber^arrving bu[we«n England and Amurica, mlcs of, 70. 

Liei travel lowardi and lodge In Chaos, il. 223. 

Life, nn writing hii own, Ii. 839. 

Liiinlung disliked. 379. 

Llleralurr. at )[ood an dead and gone in Europe, 4-1; ftftnf dine in Eag. 
land, 103; Emenon's paper on, 340; weirj-of tno«l. ii. 137; growiuK 
leas and less venenble, 33n. 

Loekharl declines CUrliat, S78, 

I^Sk, drevlfuliy imicteil vllh, 67. 

Loudon, removal to, 91; no nullook in, 70; it* teaching, TT; IM eharaii 
US; loares one aID^^ 09, 198; to be seen out. 105; cimmoiM cbao*, 
137; would leave if he had • competence. 138; a l.»nitan routaad 
dinner, IMj no lending Uhrarr in. 914; wear and tear of life in, 
314; Mycale of Saxon Paaionium, 260, 37Di Kegent Street, lT6i 
Emer»n-s MoIberClty, il. 1S3; Mother ol Dead Dogs, 198; not ■ 



Loudrm Rrritv, Mill'*, 
Loogretlow, Tisil from, 7S. 



InJex to Car!t/le's Le/lcrs. 

Lnring. E[l1s Gnv, lilt of fU^IJVB ptpcn teut biin, l[i3; 

1(3: rerenncs to, IM; mvuiag* la, 3U3, 
Lowell, pimtwl reprint of bit I'mtuis, ii. 82, 
Lulhar, buir wiib, 36T; viiit lo room of, in ilic Wutbui^, i 

Macavi.at, liiJ WMoty, ii. aon[ ■! 
Mat-ready, W. C, introducllou of, i 
Madeira, a prnpnncd liip, 3S3. 
Mahomet, iHlun on, 310; mt a quack, 31D. 
MMfchtm, Iraiulation o( Goellio'i, lo be prial 



1,335. 



iS Appeua 



o ifUrtl- 



I, Euglanil wid to, 113; «ill Bot buy Carlyle. 114. 

Man tht Jtffifmtr, EmeraoD'a lecture on, circulalion uid reprint of, in 
England, ii. Ifl, IS; an excuileiit ultenncc, 19. 

UarMlllaite, ilKniHcancs of the, ii. 3S3. 

Uanb*!!, Chief Jutlice, refcmHi lo. ii. 138. 

Marti neau, Miu. hor repon of Kmerean, 113; ol Ripley, 136; her book 
on Amenca nut, 13S; uneuf the atrangeit phenomena, 13B; owaHgs 
from, lU; on Emflreon, 16B; Etnerton not infficienily ecalilic about 
iier, 181; her enthoiiaBm for the bUcI«, aOO; poelen of Unitarian 
formalism, aOO; in Wetlmimltr Rtmew, SdS; gone to Svritzeclmid, 
!3a, SJja; Iwr Deerbroot, 239; lioaiziog, 379; on Emenon'i lec- 
lum, 381 ; illneti. 381; her Boar a»d Jfa», 3IIi not well, wrjles 
onweaiiedly, 343; her Toiusaint I'Ouvenore, 314; cnlhuslosm over 
Eaagi,X-i; copj ufAdelphi Urallon Mini lo her, 3SB. 

Maasacbuselti HlBloriol Societ*. Sen Bnwdoin, James. 

Mftiid,uu(u Rioiiie, So. I, notice of, ISO. 

MaiElni, note of Margirel Fuller la. ii. ISG; note of EmenDn lo, 330; 
oftan comes to see Mrs. Carlyle, 329; loss of letter from him about 
Margaret Fuller, 343. 

MtReaa, Huncy S., ihanki to, for o*er*lgbt of reprint of JUiicellenit*, 
m,303. 

Uentone, atay al, ii. '140, 341. 

Hetaphyalc, TranKenJt^iitBlism the euthanasia of. 6T. 

Ulchelet, rEferred to, ii. 138. 

Higbt and ttighl aynonymuui, lOS. 

Mill, John Stuart, leller to be addrcoaed to 
bun written at requen of, 1(^7 ; rgnaai i 
gone lo the Continent, 216; furyivet Ij 

Uilnes, Richard Moneklon. purpoMs lo n 

■eription of him, 380; hit religion, 389; reference to, XU ; IiIb review 
ot F.menon,803; on ruetir.aSI; rwcived leller fmm Emennn. 331, 
833; bii dllellaatiiai, 831; vlalt to, 3G0) praiaei E-ast. 378; copy 



care, SO; article an Mira- 
n- of IjHtdon Itttie w, 107 1 
lid. 303. 
w ICmenon. 231, 388; do- 
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^H of Aditphi Oniioi] Mnt Id, 380; g«U ibo Di«l inio tbe London Li> ^| 


^H bnn-, ii. 11; on Poelrr, W; braakFaKI with, 1 


M);noticot,188iKOt H 


^1 TcutVx'iD > ixiioiun, 189; loarriigt u(, JST. 








^H Hinbeau, otily maii of gciiiui with eje* who u« Frederick tha GnaX, ^H 


^1 i>. a;B. 




^H MiraUitu irticle, (o be prinled in Londoti Stvitic, 


, lOe; writt«n at UiQ-f ^H 


^^M reijuml. KTT; tent la Emcnua, 114. 




^M MUalUnia. Truer wauu lo print, tiS; delij 






^B tiuD Of (»pL« for Hie in EosUnd, 1»4: arrive. 


lofcopy, 201;inqiiirj- 


^H for, 330 ; (oggestioD of melerial to fill out (• 


lurth volume, 333-337; 


^H eniVMl of copio delayed, !5T, 97B; enonnt 


<us duty on imparled 


^H copIeK, 2IT, 37L; Fruer'a eccuunt of import«l «.ple>, 179, 800^ 


^^1 Eaglish ediliun nt press, SD3; EnglUh editi' 


on nearly ready, 301; 


^^P copy of, fur EinerHjn, Zii; cupy leiit lo Mn. 


Efnerwu. 338; Amart- __ 


^H can edllioa, li. 121. 


m 


^H MiHry, Ihe cenlnt, Ibet you cannot utUryourMil 


■ 


■ Uodel Republic, DMure u[ tbe, ii. 353. 


■ 




^1 Honey, Ihe moot it can do r<.r a man, 359 ; not now indlspuoublo, UT. ^H 


^H Uoney, from America, receipt of £50, on account 


of Frmch Srtolutim, ^M 


■ naioffiino, 811,330; of £339, from Mile of 




H 300; of £100. 3M; uf £40, 3S&; of X51, ii. 4; 


of£35,lS;o(£32,H; ^H 


H of£3fl, Gl; o[£.-M, T8. 


■ 


■ Money »nl Emerwin. on account of reprint of £m. 


H 


H NAKTAauBT, referred to, STl. 


■ 








H NaKbv Field, riiit lo, ii. e. 




H Naturt. remarks on, 113 ; lent Mil nearly thumbed 


to pieces, ISO, 333. ^M 


^1 Necker. Hadune, her Mjing concemius EioerMn, 


■ 


H Neuberx, tomelimee at Chelsea, ii. 303. 


■ 


■ New England, feeling toward, 74 ; beooming m 


are tlian e\-er pan of ^H 


H Old EflEluid, IDS. 






■ 


^1 Notii Amtrinn Kemtw, article on Snrtor Rrta 


rlu. in, 64; ainailng ^M 


^1 opacity of, 113. 


■ 






^^L Kurton. Tliirles Eliot, ineefing with, 11. 84-1; Ulk with, concerning b^ ^^ 




referred lo, 348, SM^ ^M 


^^B iM, 867, US, 878. 


J 
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CCoKKKm mention at, TSr ■ humbog, il. 118. 

Old Age, gluom ol ipprDUhing, ii. 346. 

Oralions, Einereori's. — Dartmouth, ■ right brave tpMcb, ISO, 30G; 

DiviBitr School, ISO, 316; Phi Beta Kappa, lil, lG8i cbantder of. 

9191 Adel|ibi, beat writtrn o(t\,\, 3S3, aSG. 
O'Shaa, Father, bii approval of Sartor Reiartui, 31; meeting nilh, St 

Dole. 

Parkbr, Theodore, visit from, i[. 43. 

Pod and PrneHf, finishul, ii. 33; arrangemcnte for prinlitig in America, 

33, 3S; pirated, 13| Einenon's criticiem of. 43. 
Peace, honored before all tiijngi, 159; nothiogone would like m weU, 

331. 
Peacock, the American, ii. 339. 
Pepoli, Count and Madam, notice of, ii. IST. 
Plato, his notions about Democracy, ii. 354. 
Potmi, Kmerron'i, crilicitm of. Ii. loS; reprint n(. 1B9. 
Poetry, Hbtory the only, 35; Uilnei on. 331 j all at eea iboDt, U. IBS. 
Portrait, wiltingneas to sit for, for Phibulel;diiB edition of Worki, ii. S9; 

Launnce'>,90; in Spirit o/lAsjl^e, 91. 
PoTlnKal, trip propoted, 283. 
Poverty, Carlyle tlie poorrat man in London, 103 ; no moDey umed by 

writinRfortauryeanilOTj poverty and age. ISTi not ildven by, 330. 
PreK04t, William H.. lioniied in London, ii. 319. 
Propheta, word of the Lord, 331. 
Pmleslanliim, lectures on, 330. 
Pulpit*, all manner of, a* Rood a> aboliihed, 33. 
Paritani^m, lecture* on, 230. 



RADlrAUBM, the order o{ the day in Germany, 31 ; a wnldied n 

eitj, 43; wellnigh inFUpportalle, lOT, 3TT. 
Reed, Sainpaon, ha> deep itica*, 19. 
Reporter, Emerwn not a, 3S0. 
Jtiprriintatm Hat, EmeiMn's crilidsm of, ISB. 
Kevoiatioiu in Modem Europe, lectures, ^0. 
Rhine, the, description of, ii. 355. 
Rltbter, Jean Paul, error of VamhagCD concerning want of hnmor ii 

apeiuh, 334; Lift o/, by Un. Lee, il. 30, 63. 
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Kio, A. F., dcscriplion of ; hi* reading of Emeruin'i rmyt, 3S5. 
Riplej, George, teller fmin, 111: iKwkt from, MJi; (L-fint > good nun, 

12&i Mias Hartia»u on, tSM; editorahip, 270; coalrovenial voluioe 

mcircil from, 322. 
Rogen, Samuel, on Emeraon's Pbi Bett K*pp« Oration, IflS ; l« m* 

EtaerKiii, 199. 
RDU»se«u, ■rtide on. 273. 
Ruakin, bU Fort Cladgtra and otber worki commended; hit rage 



t luiiml 



i. 3BS. 



, for editing Snrtt 



, 108; 



8Ai:n^Bi(ituD, Mar^chal, mention of, ii. 230. 

Sniid, George, advanced, ii. lU. 

SaawulotliMD, lectom, afiD. 

Barlur Rnnrlui, ungenid receplii)n of, 30; done up a> n pamphlet " (or 
frieud>,"Sa: tour copies sent EmertMin, 31; Emenwn'ti eXimate of, 
90,31 note; Father 0'Stiea'« nppreciition of, 11; mnaMly mMnl 
and written, 92; ils riyle. 22; ailoniahing neeptinn of. In Kaw 
England, 04; indiOerence tn, in England, 6A; a tew apptvclMiTa 
reiden. Qfl; copiei of American edition rece[v.cd. lOTi 
Scotch merchant in Hamburg, UO; copy of English edition for 
Eutenun, 180, 200; payment tor new edition, 35I>; corrected, IL 130. 

Soxondoni, ntimd, 3T0. 

Schiller, hl> dealh-chamber teen, ii. 2H. 

Sckiller, Lift of, wiah for two rapiea of American ediUnn of, SOT. 

Schmeliia, AttiU, 373. 

Scotland. (1836) vlilt lo, SI; (1837] vlail to, I3B; (1838) vifil to, lit; 
(1839) intended visit to, 2SS, -Ml; (ISll) vi.it to, 2TI), 3T«. UI; 
anecdote, 280 ;lellBn from, ii. 103; sad visit, 104; propoied trip, 111. 

Scott, article on, 113; aj-mpalhy, 

Sedgwick, Mian Catherine, bringa two leltsrt, SM; expected at Gwyna 

Kow, 353, ase. 

Seweil, Rev. William, hia arllclo on Carlyle, ML 
Sbakeaptarr, and Shake^ipeara Socletiei, ii. 118. 
Slckiie 



nal, I 



i 



worship i.f, 139; better than apeech, 100; of a great aoul, 350; 

Sterling on Carif le'a doctrine of, 2TIi, 332. 
Sinting o/tke Vtngnir, artlcta on, In Frattr, of no acconnt, SS3. 
Sit alili, Enieraon lo, Sft; Steriing ewmot be Uughl to, ISO; <^rlylc 

rejnicea In lialneaa aa proving that lie can, ISB. 
SUvery, Emerson'a addre» on, Ii. TS| but one, 2T3. 
Smith, Sydney, lynipathy, 278; on repudiation in America, il. U; 

dying, 93i 
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Soeiilg and Sotituir, failure to recciTs eo^y, U- 3ST, SS9; tdmiring 
i-ritlctixn nf, SSfi. 

Soldxry, fnuBian, rail lovs lor, ii. S4S; the clua liked beat in tier- 
miny, asT. 

Suliludc, iongcd for, 3K: tl^ta ia very gn«t. ii. 253, KB. 

Soulbey. >liovel-hitt«il. T3; bits ■ copy of EmcriDD's Onliun, IGS; re- 
Itmd Id. tU9; barl cniidilinn, S»3. 

Spark*, Jarcd, referred lo, ii. 138. 

Special Pruvi.leiiM, belief in, 6H. 

Spcecli, McntdncM of, 33; no nielliod of, of much canMquence, except 
that of iKing ilncere, 23) Impotence of, ii. B. Sit Utterance. 

Spnoneyism, nsign of, il. lOB. 

Stanley, tbe Bud. Lyutf, intioductlDn of. to Emenon, ii. 316. 

Sleanien, Atlantic Line projected. 280 ; rapidity, 370; at a shipwreck, IT4. 

Stephen, Sir James, writer on Ijtyala, ii. 30; the man he is, 30, 

Sterling, Anthony, with his brother, ii, 6S, Tl, Tt- 

Sterlinj;. Edward, fatbar of John, ii. GG. 

Sterling, John, the beM nun in Loudon, 106; description of, 140; fallen 
in \nvt with Emeraon, 141; hia CryHali Jnm a Cnrrm, ISA; gone 
to Ililr, cannot learn to ait aliit, IBO; author of article on Monuigne, 
191 ; hia article on Simonides, his dgnatur*, EOS ; home Irum Itiiy. 
364; in Wales, T!6: ill heallb, 383: his /■'^nt aent, Z88, 301: to aall 
far Madeira, 388; busy writing, 333: lias Concord landtnpe, 333: at 
Torqujiy. 341; acolds and kiiises, S!3; copy ot Adelphi Ontiiin 
■ent to him, 8Sfl; off tor Italy, 39fl; viall from, ii. T; gratlAed at 
American reprint, Ti at Falmoath, 11; death of bis mother and wifo. 
M; at Isle of Wight, very ill, «i; hii death, TO; hia papen left to 
Carlyle, T3; letleni fnun Emerson to, relumed, 74. 

Sltrhmg, Lift nf, at work upon, ii. 226; copy of, tent, 239. 

Sterling Club, the, virulent outcries about, ii. 310. 

Bnlier, saying of, ii. 301. 

Sumner, Charles, mention of, 164; viait from, 306, 310; popular, 333; 



Swedenlwrg tu 
Tkktdta lism, 



It by. S 



1, H.I18. 



in Scotland, 3T0. 
Templand, stay at, SOI, 394. 
Tennyson, prove* linging in English poaaibi*, il.iB: account of him and 

hia way of Ute, SO; referred to. ISU, 314, 137; bis Idyls, 339. 
Toufelsdrik^kb. See 5artar Rtnriiu. 
Thai'hera.r, to ketura in America, il. 3IT; bis (|nallti«, Stil. 
Tbomu, Henry, (1847,) mess^j:e lo, regarding his lecluru on Carlyle, il. 

lOD; his book too Jean-Paulisb, 115. 
Tieck, aeen at Berlin, il. 350. 
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1,877. 



lire, Misa Martincau'a novel about, Ml, 311; his bUrk 
SiiiKulutliam, 311, 311i Slerllag') name tot liiin, 311. 

Tnnt»TidEnt*li9m, In BdhIoii, an inCcmliag aymptom, 67; catjrto ccrcv 
Ddv'B Hlf into iltiludea of, ij. n. 

Trophoniui, Cave of, 3T3. 

TwiaUton, the Hon. Edward, mcntian of, ii. SSS. 

lynil, prapoBcd viiit, 351. 

UKiTAHiAna, Iialf-vay-honM characlen, 38. 

Unlvenul suffrage, ii. 3G1. 

Utterance, impcrfeclion of ell modes of, ii. SB. 



Tabxhaoev, n 
MaaUnit 

Veogenr, linking of the, E30. 

Vottaire, mot of. ii. S2: he and Frederick Ibe Great the celeatlal e' 

of eif^hleentta centor;-, 218, 
VoM, qualmin from, 9S; four liexaoielcn from, ii, HI. 

Wales, Sterling in, 375. 

WalpoU. HnrKce, no dunce, SOS. 

WafhiugloD, hit obalinacy, ii. 379, 

Webilor, Daniel, a aufGcient, ttfedual man, 19 \ meets him at brei 

deacription of him, 900: teta no more, 330. 
Wetah, Mn. (mother of Ura. Cartjle), 1839, vi 



Wtitmititltr Rtrita, 167; may be prioltd In 



to, 331', ISia, death 



WbMler, Charle* Sleama, Ihanka la, for ovenight ol preaa, 1T», 1 

3T8: copv of Wilhtlm MrUl^r aent lo. 388. 
Wight, 0. W., mraaage lo, Ii, 3I», 
Wiihtln Mt'Mtr, aelft copy, 37B; trnnilsHun oi, two copies acnl, 3 

1st; reprinlcd.373. 
Wind-diut^ of all Nallona, ii. 337, 353. 
Wooton, riafi at, ii. 310. 

Wordawnrth. deacriptioD of, 79, 951 1 refemd to, 1». 
Working people, diaconteni among. 338; article on, 377. 
World, the. a repalilic of mediocriliei, ii. 351. 
Wright, Eliiur, leller, ii, 118 note. 



Ziotr, nol good to be at 
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Accouirrs, 248; grown more complex, 298, 808, 822, 338, 345, 358, 876; 

unsatisfactory condition of, ii. 15; £. P. Clark to be charged with, 

88; references to, 60, 75, 150, et al. 
Accounts of sales of Frtnch Rtvolution, 218, 242, 246, 248. 
Address at Cambridge Divinity School, 174; outcry concerning, 183. 
Address to Literary Societies of Dartmouth College, 174. 
Address to Society of Adelphi in Waterville College, writing, 369. 
Adventure, never bad an, ii. 178. 
Alcott, A. Bronson, great, 122; bides his time, 269: comes to live in 

Concord, >312 ; going to England, 391 ; introduction of, to Carlyle, 

897; referred to, ii. 2; remarks upon, 14; referred to, 140. 
"Alcott House " referred to, 397. 
America, characterization of, 368; empty, ii. 245; incomplete, 250; 

growing furiously, 267; battle for Humanity in, 322; laid out in 

large lots, 332. 
American cipher easier to read than English, 325 ; conditions not easier 

than European, ii. 251. 
Architecture, Garbett's book on design in, valued, ii. 381. 
Aristophanes, state of society same in his days as in those of Carlyle, 

ii. 80. 
Arnold, Matthew, his fine criticism, ii. 317. 
AihttuB Oxonienseif Wood's, gift of, from Carlyle to Emerson, ii. 276; to 

be given or bequeathed to Harvard College, 347. 

Bacon, Miss Delia, letter to Carlyle gnren to, ii. 257 b ; kindness of the 
Carlyles to, 265, 276. 

Baltimore, lectures at, ii. 28. 

Bancroft, George, mention of, ii. 233, 2575. 

Barnard, Dr. Henry, introduced to Carlyle, 47. 

Bates, Joshua, founder of Boston Public Library, ii. 348. 

Booksellers and Publishers. Little & Brown; James Monroe & Co.; 
G.Nichols; Appleton; Carey & Hart; Wiley & Putnam; Phillips 
& Sampson ; Fields, Osgood, & Co. ; Harper ; passim. 
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Bwlon, aUlement c{ 



I, Voyagt b}r, cariou«i u, S36. 

ODCerniiig lucturaa uid lictuciag iu, S3-68, 2S1. 
Boslan I'ublic Libnrr, IL B48. 
BriliiD, iri(w o(, excellent Item New England, 331. 
Brawn, John, of Oeawatomie, a great mm, ii. 3T3. 
BniwniiiE, liii reminitcencei al Margaret Fuller lost, il S38. 
UucliKDan, PrealdeDl, referencs tn, IL SOS. 
Buller, Arthur, nrerreU «>, S6U. 
IluUer, Cliarlci, reforence Id bia dealb, ii. 803. 
Bulwar, oovol by, cheap editions of, ii. 31. 
BjTDu'idaugblsr'etLad; LoveUw) report of Carl jls, SSB. 

CALiPORinA, qurtx of, dumped in New Tork, IL 3ffT ; ibout to go to. 



Carey, proposition about Jfi 
Carlyle, <IS34} EDierM>u-< i 
happi»l wedlock, 1%; I 
(1836) hi> friends in . 



cUaniei, and death, ii, St. 

alioni to, and iiupr«asioni of, IS, 13; 
style, 14; tuhens of Lit [riendUlnn, S8; 
I; hit proposed coming to AmericB, 
1, SI ; big tinpopuUrlly in Enf^nd, 



11, fiO, 61; encounigeuwnl lo liin 
61 1 prmpecl of sncceta of lectar 
■gement to, BS; (1837) bb genius, 119; renered intiuiioD to, 191j 
tlirin blest in bii wife, 123: (1838) renewed Invlution (o. ISl, ISO; 
bis poverty bonorablo, 1S3j mast postpone Tititing Aroerica, ISlt 
Idhm by auodition wllb Emonon. 183; (1B3<>) unhurt by St, HI; 
BiMlorg sent lo Ameifca. 248; artirlea reprinted. 349, S&O; (IBIO) 
not likely to come to Ameriea, 297: renewed invilalioD ID, SU; 
£ug|and in Ibe niueleentb centUT^* to be portrayed by hin, SM; 
(1S41) ffrrou and Rrro-vorililp. 340, 3G0; bis Preface (o Enwnon'i 
£»By>, 36T, 37S; (lS4i) relations to Alcott, ii. 14; (1843) Pott »nd 
Frttint, 39; ui^ to contribute to the Diaf, 33; |1S44} his PtisIbm 
to and atricTure« on EmerMn'i Ettaifi, 84; Carey't proposition, 94; 
portnil, 91, 90; (IS4S) congratulated on completion of CT«m»*tt, 
101; (1846) hii gray hiirt. 1S4; bia photograph, 139; Kugant 
Fnller comnwuded lo him, 133, 140; (1817) bit rereption ot her, U7l 
of JudKe Hoar, IBS; oTEmerann. 1T7: his IraiU. bis Talk, hit hibila, 
177, ITS; (IStB) his influence, 191; (ISei)his L^fr u/5leWiH9,9- ' 
MO; Tigorons good-will, 341; a buro't work, t4ft; (18M) LaMcp 
Db<I Pampkhn,va; death of hit mother. SSt; inriiation to Amer- 
ica, 367; (1S«)] Emeraon't pride in hie genial, ZTl; (1858) ti 
and bravest of writer*, 396 ; (1859) Lifi of Frtderifk, 301, 818, 8li; 
handwriting recociii«d, 303; daguerreolype, 307; (18IH) hi 
acrred well of mankind, 316; fortunate iu domeilic relation*, UOi 



I 

I 

I 

I 
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(ISfll) whal * viiit (a Amtrica would have dune Sat him, asi, 33S; 
(1800) no trace of ige ia hi* bouki, »0; phoiogrepli of, 33:i; ilealh 
orhijwits, 3»j (1870) diBpodtion of hii bouki, MT, 3S2| gift o( 
Ubrar>' EditioD ot his Work*. 849, STl; Gi(t of Cfaj^inuQ'i Homer, 
864, 3'li report ot hii coniiag lo America, 3fi5; his KrealQn* and 
loveiineu, set; hii conrtuicr, 370; liiu before ■nil duriii^ the wu 
furgollcii, 373; i privileged porwo, Wa; (1871) shall wear lii» crown 
with DO coropetilar, 3S4. 

Carlfle, Mn,, Carlyle'i inuiini in b<r, S; moHsge ti>, 17, SB, 61, e' pai. 
tin; ii. a, 33, 96, 103, tipaaim; death of lior mother, I; Margarel 
FuUet commended to, 133, 141 j Margaret Fuller'a rtti:ard for, I4Ti 
opens IhB door foi- Emerson, 177; ivlationi to her husband, 178, 320; 
illnesiot, ISlilSb, 151i a friend commetided lo her, S8i; her lUnnii 
regretled, 319 ; pUoloKraph of, 333; ber death, 384 ; her praise, SSfi. 

Cartyle, Dr. John, refen-nce to. 210; raetsage (o, il. 189; his tranilatlon 
of Duite't In/emo, 303, 133; refereiuw to, 264. 

Cat-Baphoil, 949. 

Channing, Rev. Dr. William Ellery, his ganins, 47; nli>h«* Sarfur, 47 ; 
reads atid nwpecls Carlyle, 69; Carlyle would Lice him, 63; mes- 
lage from, with mpy of his SIrmry, 87. 

Channlog, W. Ellery, his Potnu. ii. 39; referred lo, 874i;. 

Chanmng, Ret. William Henry, (o du part ot Uemoir ot Hargant 



Fuller, 



f, S39. 



Chapman, George, his (laaBlalion of Homer, ii. 384, 371, 874 e. 

Charliim, i«marks upon, 307i to be repnated, 307. 

Chonej-, Selb, ref erred to, ii. IgS. 

Child, Mr*. Lydb llaria, mentioned, S9. 

ChUdren, tbe illusion of. ii. 3U3. 

CkriMian Sxamintr, editor of ttie, mutilate! Emerson's notice o( Frtach 
ArrafuliM, 147. 

Church, our, must vani«b, SOD. 

Cilisa, lossof (ailh on entering, 39li; are great cunapiraelet, S9t. 

Clark, E. P., his Illustrations to Sarfor, ii. 38; to be tfied (o take 
char^ of accounta, 8B; contenta to audit, 60; hia ptoi^si in audiu 
Ing, 7S: his Illustntlona of Carlyle, 88, 183; do repoit from, 103; 
reference lo, 136 ; to write la Carlyle. £33. 

aongta. his poem read with jot, ii. 904; a reliable man and friend, SOS; 
highly prized, 333; in America, t51t regret at hi* rrlum lo Eng- 
land, a&7 a: menUoaof, 26S, 3S4; death of, 317; bis ^ofjkif, 317. 

Colonna motto, the, ii. 330. 

Concord, view of, sent to Carlyle and Sterling, 316; dislike of railroad 
lo, iLKl. 
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roRWRy, Moncure D,, referred to, il. 334, 87* 6, 

Crai^DputlAck, Visit il, 9-4; rtfereoce Id, 12, U3. 

Cnmnrttl, LsUtrt and Sprccku uf, sntidpatiDa ot tbe book, il. li\M 

iwiueat fur nuiiiuL-ripC copy lo reprinl truiii, OUj inquiTB* ■' 

on Ihc romplelloD el*, 101 1 vxoai editloii of, ISO. 
Crowe, %ln.. propout la brine her lo Cbeyiie Kow, )i. IBS. 
CnilhiFt and Jon40n, aud ulbcr mrtkim, read, Slit. 

DAavKKHEuTrpK, ukgB o( EmcrKin, a Uilora, ii< US; new, not >gt«o- 
kble, 126, lar. 

DuiU], IrnniUlluiii ot, by Dr. raTwiis, ii. 38 ; tnuiUtJon of Inftnvi ot, 

by Dr. Jnbu Ctrlyiu, !03, 233. 
DkitiDoulh CoUfgD, AUdnu tl. 8t» AddrCM. 
Deitli uiiutiul and ulonishiiiy, ii. 83. 
De l^n^K. liui diinul, >■. 3jl. 
Dial, Ihc, 10 bo rdiled by Msrgvret Fuller, 811 j cb«rQcUr and coiiienU 

of Ilia flm number, 31S; niuch altackcd, S£i; kcture on Rrfom) 

tobeiiriiilad ln,3M; HarKarat FullaTBivea Up the edilanhip, 3liT; 

EuitrMii auuinu cImtj^ of il, 398, ii. 2; nu defence for, lit utlcla 

(or, Hillcited from Carlyle, 33; Jlargaret KuQer'a rcTieir of Sterling 

in, S3. 
D'tBinimil NecUntt, Ihp, copy of article on, recelTed, IIT; iU Myla, 118. 
Diary, eiiract from, on coinpanioni, 138 note; on Carlyla's (lOTanjr, 

USaoU; i>aPaHaii4 PrttttH, ii. 83 notei ooplioUgmpbot Carlyle, 

IM nole; peisuoal iniprei»iun» of Carlyle, lTT-180; on Life ../ 

Frtdtrick, 300. 
Diwourie, HiBiorical, on iOOitt uinivenafr of Concord, Emenon't firal 

advrnliue in |irliil, St. 
Divinity Scluiol, AddnsH at. See AddreN. 
VOnay, Count, portrait by, Ii. B5. 
Dunacore Kirii, Chriil built, B, Ii. 
Uuyckiii(.'k, E. A., maotina ul, il. 135. 
DwiKbt, Jobn S., menlion ot, 332. 

EcKERMAx;!, CuKFertaltniii m'lA Gmlht, HarKaret Fuller'! tranilnlion 

of bix.Kall(i Carlyle. 387; referred to, Ii. 883. 
Etiol, tVenident. Cariyln'i inlentlon in rreard tu hl> booki to be com- 

municaled lo him, il. 340; hia gralificalion therewith, 353< and 

aclioa ihcRon, VA; menlion of. 361. 
Emerwin, hi) early nctigailion of Car1}-le't mnlna, I ; (1833) vigil at 

Cnigenpatlofk. 3; letter to Mr. Ireland abonl Carlyle, 4; antraot 

from Engluk Traiff about Carlyle, 6; (1834} relation loand jmpre*- 
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■ionaofCnrlflc, 13,13; tlunki for and delight ia Snrlor Jlfmrluii 
iu defying diction, 13; crlliclsm on CurlyiB'ii style. 14; lUatli of hii 
brother Ednrd, 37; welcomea pamplilet copy of SarCi/r, 2t: likei 
the booli better than ever, !9; it« unpopularity, SB; means to keep 
bit iiberty, HSi much at leiture, reading npd muiinu, 3S. U; hope 
of Carlyle's coinbiglo America, 34; deairea the Diamnaii Xrcklae', 
3b; (ISla) inritalloa In Carlyle, 60; about lo be inarriod, 00; liii]ie 
of Cariyld's coming, CS; blugrapliical lecturea, 63; lilalorical ili»- 
courH at Concord, 31; marriage, Bi; houte, BS; (1830) Ictlum, 
87, 89; death of hia brother Charlea, 96; anxiety about Carlylr, 
ST; invitation ot Carlyle to Concord, U7; publii'hea .Vutun, W; 
read* Goethe, 100; <1837) renewed Invilolioa lo Cartyle, 131; hji 
boy Waldo, 132; receivea Frencli Scnlutian, 139; lecture*, 131; PH 
Btla K-ipp<i Orallnn, lai; lectures, 137; <tS38) locturvt on Human 
Culture, 114 1 beginning oF frieiidthip with John Sterling, 146; re- 
newed invitation to Carlyle, 160; his eircunvilaiicea, income, hoiue- 
bold, occupalioni, 160, 161; pleased with Sterling's Icindnew, 103; 
address at Cambridge Divinity School, at Dartmontb Collie, 174; 
outcry agalnet his opinions, 183; (ISSS) commotion aubtided, 310; 
leclurea on UuiDBQ Life, 310, 321; ill wind blown over, 231; liirlb 
of his daughter Ellen, 322 : not a poet, but a reporter, 214; reprinta 
of Emerion, 249; hospitable bidding, 260; Puemi by MUnee, 3B1; 
■t work upon £(H5i, S6d ; lectures on the Present Age. 286; (1840) 
Tint at New York, 306; at voil nprm Kaa^. 308; (IS41I £iwiyi 
published, S4fli feeble and tick, Wl; London reprint oT/runjii, 367; 
^ef^ili address, 360; lectures on the Times, 3TG; (1813) death of 
bit son. 390; aRumes cdltonhipof Oinl, 898; lectures in Kaw York, 
398; editing (he Dial, il. B; (1813) lectures in BalUmore, Phila- 
delphia, and New York, 28; nnwilling to let the Dial die, 31; dis- 
likes railroad to (Uncord, Bi: (1S44) printing new Enap, 89! 
addreison emancfpation.OD; birth of his son Edward, 77 ; purchase 
of land oD Walden Pond, T7, 101; on Carlyle's alrlclurta on b)s 
Eanyi. 84; Carlyle's business iuteresta in Philadelphia. 94; ganlfn- 
ing, OS; (ISIG) lectures in Boston on BepresenUtJve Men, W, SS; 
<I816} daguerreotype taken, 133, IfiS; sent to Carlyle, 133i (1847) 
proposal la lecture in England, 148; piibtisbes Puoni, 149; dream 
of going to England, 168; plants orvhard, 169; will come to mm 
Carlyle, 164, 160; passage for Liverpool taken, 179; arrival in Fng- 
land, reception by the Carlyles, 177; notes from Diary on Carlyle, 
ITS, 1TB; in lodgings al Manchester, 180; experiences In EnglMld, 
181-IDT; (ISM) j.mmrytothe West, S31; speaking and wriHng on 
Fugilive Slave Bill, 231; at work on Memoir of Margaret Fuller, 
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S3!; (IS6a) on Lift of Sltrling. 2iO; pan; conslitution, S4Si (ISIS) 
chapter on File vrittm, SIS; journey to St. Lmiiii, lM)i Kritiiig on 
Englimd itiil AmvriCB, 251; (lliat) rnmirlu on lAitler Dnj/ Pam- 
pUtli, 363; death of hi* idothcr. 3611; lecturet in Philadelphia and 
the Went, 366 ; inviuiiori la Cu-lrle, KT; {VHtbi ymroey in Slate 
of New YoTlt. ITl; followa Ih* furlunet dI America, iTS; (18W) on 
Mceivlng lint voluma or Life cf Frtilcrick, 302, 30Ai "mop and 
bTre," m3: (1802) on receiving Ihrrd vclunie <jf Frtdm-itk, 3U; 
the war. 316; (IB61) an Ihe death a{ Mn. Carlvie, 319; on fonnh 
volume o£ /■rerfericit, HSO; regret ihat Carlyle never came la Amer> 
icB, S91; on Engliih nentimeiil concerning the war In Ameriei, 329) 
napect fur war, 333; (1860) on the lut volmneaof Frtdmek, HO; 
on the muhi ef peace, 338; on Ur>, Carlyla't death, 334; (UTO) 
writing > book, 3Wi delight in Carlylu'a propoHd ditpowUon of hi* 
books, and approval of MilKliimof Harvard College (o ncei ve tboia. 
Ml; acknawtcdgnient of voluina of Libnry Edition of Carlj-le** 
WorkB, 319, 364, 3TI, 381; action In (be matter of Carlyle'i iMqwvt, 
t&3; lectures on I^iloaophy, ■> HarTsrd Collvge, 3Gl,3T4fii on tb* 
gift of Chapman'! ilomer, 3G4, 3TI, 374 c; on Carlyle'i reported com- 
ing to Amcrii-a, 36A, 8T3; on bia mrn neighbofa and friend*, 1T3; 
vi^t to Calllbrnia, 374 c, 379; introduebonolhiason Edward to Car- 
lyle, 383; his eminent happineaa in bis friendfibip with Carlylc, 384. 

Emerion, Hra., nuking ready a duet far Hn. Cariyle, 81; laves Cai<- 
lyle, S7i inritea Hn. Cariyle, 122; an incarnation of Chriadanitj, 
131; meaaage lo Mr*. Cariyle, 1B3; prutcils againal daguerrcotypo 
of Emerson, ii. 187; will tend recipes lor juhnny-cake, etc., 904; 
invitation to Cariyle, 3GB. 

Emerson, Mn-, unior, most conaervative o[ ladies, 161 : referred to, IBS, 
366, 30T; mcenge from, 336; referred lo, ii. 167 ; death of, 365. 

Emerion, Charfcs Chaancay, hi* taylng respecting disaslBr to manuscript 
ot/ViHC*ffen>fi>liM, 83; wttled as lawyer at Concord, 86; deatli 
of, 90; betnilbal, 360; paper by, in the Dial, 316. 

Emeraoo, Edith, mention of, Ii. 3, 134, 304. 366. 

Emerson, Edward Bliu. death of, 97; read law with Webster, 360; 
FartTtU of, in the Dial, 318. 

Ememon, Edwaid Waldo (ia*4), birth of, ii. 77; his stndiea and paraolla, 
804; stodying medicine, 363 ; referred lo, 366, 3T4a; introduced to 
Cariyle. 882. 

Emerson, Ellen, mention of, 329, 997 ; u. 3. 123, 304, 363, 3SS. 

Ennraon, Waldo. » lovely wonder, 193: dclighl In bin 



^^^^ 



f, 297; five yea 



1, 377 ; deatb 
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EtneTMO. WillUm, riiit to. SW. 

£nglM rraiU, •xtractlmm, coDcenuDBCuirU, Siatirorkon, ii. 905; 
raren«il la, S7&. 

£iHyi, (t83t)) at vmrk upon. SSO, 303; (1810) bopos to print voluiu* ur, 
»36; (1841) lu Im |>uUlihc<l, U-Ui ninarlu on Knglltli npriul of, 
am, i7i; Stcviui Scnu, prvof-oIiiKti of, lenl lu KiikIuiiiI (ur repriiil, 
il. 68, TT : Carlyls'i I'rclicc to. ami ttrivlurei upuu tin l>Dok. Si, 

Everett, Alexander H., tii* iiotive o[ Sarloi- iu Mortli Amtricon H<ntie, 
81. 89. 

Erereit, Etlwanl, Kferrtd to, ii. 357*;; letter to, from Csrlyle, 27J. 

ExiHtcDce, never cin be bad, ii. 511; our, looks initial, 135. 

Eyei, Orlj'la-s, IZD, 308, 3a4. 

Fats, chapter irrillen en, ii. 319. 

Fullen. Dr. Charles, hta leclurea on Scliiller, !15. 

Forbes, John M., well piiised, ii. 3T3i lakea lijuenoa to Coiibnus, 3T1 c, 
3TD. 

ForM«r, W. £., mention of, ii. 333. 

Frando, Dr., article ou, r«id with pleuiir*. ii. 37. 

FMnci*, Bar. Dr. Conrer*, lavci (^lyle. Sit; mpplie* number) o( 
Fortijn Rteitm, from which to print MiictUaniit, 173. 

Friuir'i Jtaffotan, subKribeil to, 13. 

Fndtritt M( Grtal, L\ft of, report that Carlyle is at iroric upon, ii. 
SlOj iaquit7 for, 3)9S; bonk received, 309; reioarki ou, 3t»j Provi- 
dense Dol likeijto Interrupt lbs, »\i\ third volume received, 311; 
TBmarks apon, 91G; rourtli vslunw received, B30; final roliunea 
iDGcived, 339; oalojfy o[, 330) crraU in, 331. 

Fremont, J. C, hit account of Western America commended, ii. 310. 

/'rtncA Rtvolnlioit, on deatructiou of manuicript ol llrat volume, 83; 
pniof-»h««t of, revcived. 11T-, copy uf, received, 139; a wonderful 
book, 199; copiea to be hnpoited, 131; American reprint of. I3t. 
lU; anliclpalcd profile, UT; in lucccu, 117; cop/ o: 
•dition lent, 118; u1«of. 119. ISS; remilUnM on account, aalei 
170, 208; all lold, 309; new edition propDHxt, 310, 3U; copiet a 
to America, 318; arrival of. from England, 370. 

Fiiende, 97, 389, 397; happineas derind from, 336. 



FrethinBhaui, Rev. Dr. K. L., lovei Carlyle, . 



re like Eraomui thaa 



Fugitive Slave Bill, abominatloa of, drirei Emervm to irrilo, il. 931. 

FUlvr, Marfcarel, mention of. 3(17; to edit a jnamal, 390, 111; givaa Bp 
editorship nf Dial, 3DS; Iirr review of Steriin^'a Pnrint. ii, M;cnRi- 
mendod, 53, 133. 110; g>iiiig tu Kump... 133; iier npurt uf Mr. and 
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I; iuquiied or, coDcemi»( 
ne, introduction of, ti 



GiMBABDELUA, Splridionc, introduction of, to Cxrlyle, 3TS. 

0»rbiJtt, L*c)', iuquirj- toncerning, ii. SSI. 

ticniiu, tiut t Urge infusion of Deity, ii. 373 

German Aononcc, Sptciiatm^, cupiea of, maled, 284. 

Goetlie, Einciwir> i|u«l>llEd ailuiirMlii'D uf, 29; juiltin^nl nf, 30; Car- 
Ij'la'i obituary uotife of, refcrn^ to, 01; Einersun r«nd>, lOOi public 
warniagi aguiiiBl, 184; nmu-lu on, iu Lecture on UUnture, ill; bia 
iBllen to Mn. Curlrle, ii. liSt,; bis ViHiirkaitimgn vritli MUlicr, MS. 

Greeley, Uoraw, Uarii^rct Fuller employed by, Ii. 110; ibe ipiriuial 
taUior ut Uw Wot, aoa. 

Greenougb. Uontttu, doth of. ii. 2S1. 

(jriinui, Heruuun, meiuion at, ii. ME. 

Griunell, Ur., of Pruvidctin, introduced to Carlyle, 300. 

Grirwuld, Bufus W., mentian of, ii. 87 ; annoyiii{{ report in hi 
couceming Slurliog'B letters, 333. 

Guide's A unira, engraving of, mdE Lu tin. Emeraon, 2S4 ; refennra b>> 



Hahtard C01.LKGB. its probable oppaaiKon to Carlyle, 61; rigtatljr di 
tided tu receive Carlyle's books, a. 316, 31T; Iwtunis on Philowiphj | 
at, 3(13, Xli b. 

Haven, Irttir. ii. 303. 

Hedge. Rev. Dr. Frederic H., hia arlide on Swedcnborc and on Phre- 
nology Mnt, 35: to be editor of the rrnHtcindentalitl, fiS; settled in 
Blaine, (8; " promlin mora Iban he oiigbt" to promote Carlyle'a 
coming, GO; description of, and Introduction of to Carijia, il. lU. 

fftfftl, Tkt Btcret 0/, by Stirling, ii. 831. 

Helps, Arthur, mention of, Ii. 333. 

Henrv, Alexander, good Indiani, in hia Trattti m Cmada, it. 339. 

Ileraud, John A., quetlion concrmlng. 386. 

fftrori anil Utm-nm-ihip, pirated reprint of, 3*8; a good book, 3U: 
printed in Sew Tork newipaperi, 349; mmarliE upon, 360. 

Hnar.IInn E. Rockwood, mention of, i). ISA; an Inestimable cliiien,>Tli 

Hoar, Km F.tiiabeth, tncntinn 'if, SAO: 11. 138, Hi. 
I, Mf»., letter lo, referrnl to, 148. 
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Idealism, dmpir iiifvcled n-iUi. ii. 59. 

Imagiitary Concernlioiu, Landor's, notlewl, 313. 

ludiiin lue&l, iuJuniuitiou coiicemiag, ii. 3(M. 

1di! inns, well deccribed br A. Heurj', ii. S3D; maxim of the, 263; Brig- 

hun Voong on fear of Iha, 379; oa ihe Plains, 3S0. 
InctiScrcncy, malm pro([re» in the doctrina of. ii. 6S. 
iDvcatmentt of nioiier, ;I81I. 
Ireland, Alcxmulvr, propoHs lo Emeraon to lecturo iu England, il. 148; 

mention o(, 159, IflO, IW. 173; court««y, SOZ; relerrfd (o, STic. 

JaCKSoK, Dr. Cbarles T., on Uiii cause oF bitlur laste of ladiui meal 

ii.3IM. 
Ja.'obl, referred to, ii. 318. 

Janie", Hfnrj-, introduclion of, lo Corlyle, ii. 38; mcalion of, 83, 281. 
Jaiiiesun, Mn., on America, S61. 

Jtiailitm, a Lallur-Day ramphlet, judgment of, ii. 26*. 
John Bull, Jontlhanizatioa of, ii. 3ST. 
Journal, Emenon'i, chaiaeter of, 336. 

Landob, Hisi Fuller'i lore for, a«; qneitlon concemiEg, 280i juitica 
not done bim by Carh'Ie, 313; remarkg on, 313. 

Laurence. Samust, rafarredto, ii, 87, 91; hit arrival in New York hailed, 
303; to Tiait Emenon, 203. 

Law, Bplendon of Ilie inlelleclnal, Ii. B9. 

Xenni u/ Grao, Walt WLilmon'f, ii. Sg3. 

Lecturera and lecturing, in Boatou, glalement concerning, E3-58; in New 
Englaod, 85, ST. 

LMtva-roani, tbe new pnlpil, I3T; what might be accompliihcd In, 376. 

Lecliirea, Emereoa'i coune of bit^nphical, 53; [«n written, 88; feea tor, 
BS: reason for, 133i on rbilowpliy of HiKory. 133; on Ethics, 133; 
on Human Culture, lU; on Ilutuau Life, 310, 221; on the I'reicnt 
Age, SSt: publication of blmKelF by meant of, !S(; on the Timn, 
375, 378; in Kew York, 308; preparation for new lecturea, ii. 18; 
in Ballimoro. rhilideiphia, and New York, 28; on Kepniscutalive 
Men, 100; propxjMlB for, in England. 148: in England, a niDIin- 
gency, lOB; laid out In Yoriuhire, etc., 1S7; open all doon. 180: a 
few wrilTen each winter, 231 : in Fhiladelphiaand the Weil, SttAi In 
Music Hall, 302; on Phlloaophy, at Harvard College, 361; second 
connw of, 374 i. 

Ln, Mr, Henry, introduction of, to Carlyle, SOS- 
Life, weful and ciutomarv, il. 83; abeurdly iweet 849. 8te Exiitence. 

I.iurnln. wnitu for a Yiclnry before emancipating ilavea, ii. S14. 

Liud, Jenny. melitioD of, il. 284. 

TOL. II, 27 
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Lilenlnrc, lecture on, Id be' primed In the Dial, 311. 
Ijmgfellow, Samuel, mvntlon nf, ii. 339. 

Longwoitli, Mr. bii4 Mn. Joteph, commended to Carlyte, U. SOB. 
Lnngrarth, Nicholas, one of Ibe (ounden of Cineinnlli. ii. HHi. 
Loring, Ellis Gny, deum Cirl.vle to come to Amerli'a, 60; Tiu liM o 
Cirlyle'i fugitiTe ptpcrs, 149 ; conlrmplalea publication cf Carli'le'i 

Loti, the Weit doui up in lintc, ii. 366; Ameriu laid oat in larg«, SSt. 
Lowell nca, tbs, in the war, ii. 374, 374 d. 
Lowell, hJ8 allusions to hia nopbows who fell in Ihe war. ii. 3T4. 
Lowell, Colonel Charles Ku«9ii11, and hia widow, rvhrred In, ii. 8T4 d. 
Lyceum, the, in New England, a gnat iaaiitutiou, 87; ii. 85. 

Uaoaulat, article on, 2fi0. 

Mnchiav-nl, referred to, ii. 378. 

Macready, W. C. anentiom to, 11. 61. 

M^Uircktn, nprintcd, !49. 

Hallhui, the dismal, il. 893. 

Huaoioth Cave, viait td, Ii. 330. 

Uann, Horace, menllon of, il. 31. 

UaHlnean, Hln, fed by Dr. Fumefia on Sartor, OQ ; cansei 

1, 163; her book on America, ISB, 3S1; letter fnnn. 



3TT; V 



i. ISO. 



t 



in of, ii. 333, 839. 

HcKein, Henry 8., volunleera to eorrert prwit of MiKtllanU; 188, IT*. 

Ulchaux, F. A., hit Vngagt i Vouetl dtt monM Alltgkanii, good MCOuDt 
of the Weil in, ii. 340. • 

Michel Angcio, refurred to, ii, 373. 

Milnea, lUebard Monckton, Ictler to, SI4: rrteired io, SIS: poem*, 191. 

Mirabcau, copy of article on, received, IIT; its cbaracter, 118, 3M. 

Uiietliomtt, two volumes of, to ba printed in America, 148: »([T»einTOt 
with publisher, 159; edition of one Ihoosand copies publithed, ITl, 
1T3{ two more volumeg to be published, 179; a popular book, IBS, 
890; third and fonrtb volumes priming, 308; two hnndrwl and flfly 
copies 10 be senttoEnfCland, SUB. 950! still In press, 319; tnor* copy 
required, 934 1 third and fourib volume* pnbliihed, SOSi two huiidreil 
•nd silly copies to be sent to England, 886; edition of Vols. Land 
II. alaiosl told, 986: popalarity o( new voIuiihk. 870; proMFili o( 
sales, ii. 1: not yctseiiedup'in by piratical publltheni, 39; rvmaindar 
of Boston edition sold To Carey & Hart, SU, 04; Willi's reprint. 307- 

Honey, sent id Carlyle on account sales of books (IS3BJ, £1W, ITDj £100, 
908; £40, ai3) £100, S4T: £40, 378; £4S, 338; £39, ii 68; >191 
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received bj EmeTsoDf 58; sent to Carljle, £36, 60; £90, 75; to be 

sent, 150, 160. 
Montaigne, written about, ii. 96. 
Musketaquid River, S51. 

Napolboh, written about, ii. 95. 

Nature, has only so much vital force, ii. 251. 

Nature, £mer»on*s copy sent, 98 ; not dead, 251. 

Negro, *'what shall be done with the,*' ii. 321. 

New England Society in New York, Oration before the, ii. 374 a. 

New York, visit to, 295; the city, 295; lectures at, 398; ii. 28; society 

in, 257 d. 
North American Review, paper on Sartor by A. H. Everett in, 84, 89; 

editor of, declines paper on French Revolution^ 138. 
Norton, Andrews, one of our best heads, 61; excludes Diderot from 

Select Journal^ 61. 
Norton, Charles Eliot, his letter respecting disposal of Carlyle's books, 

ii. 348. 
Nurelle, reprinted, 249. 

Oration before the Phi Beta Kappa Society promised, 184; surprised 
by Carly]e*s praise of it, 146; new edition, 147. 

Parkxr, Theodore, mentioned, ii. 96, 348. 

Parsons, Dr. T. W., translator of Dante, ii. 38. 

Ptulies, Republican and Democratic, ii. 320. 

Past and Pretent, received, ii. 29; criticism of, 29, 82 note; cheap re- 
print of, 31 ; piratical reprint of, 87. 

Peabody, Miss E. P., reports that the Dial does not pay expenses, 32. 

Pepoli, Count and Countess, mention of, IL 186. 

Pericles and Aspatia, Landor^s, read with delight, 314. 

Person, a new, a great event, 285. 

Philadelphia, lectures at, ii. 28; bad name of, 100. 

Philosophy, £merson*s, teaches acquiescence and optimism, 367. 

Photograph of Carlyle satisfactory, ii. 125; photographs of Carlyle and 
Mrs. Carlyle welcome, 331. 

Piratical Publishers, New York, precautions against, 349. 

Pittsburg, its resources, ii. 281. 

Plato, proposed readings of, ii. 2; lecture on, 96; referred to, 872. 

Plutarch*8 Morals, introduction to, ii. 374 a. 

Poemt^ Emerson's, ii. 149. 

Portrait of Carlyle, by Laurence, ii 87. See Photograph "Sfuf Da- 
guerreotype. 
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PovcMi-, Csrlylf 's honorable, IS2 note. 163. 
Pr»irie, the, ii. 860; in winter, SBGi no Bineing birdi id, 8«8. 
PrcM, eSccU of cbup, ii. 3U, ST. 
Publication, Erafnon*», of liinnplf bj Uirluring. 386. 
Pabifahers, aminBenienta mide lor Carlyle with, 136, lU, ISittal.; 
ii. 12T, 139 cr nl. 

Qt>jRTKB[.r ReVKW, on GcnnsD Ri^ligioua Wriurs, 134. 

Rabelaib, refemd W, ii. 30, 373. 
Ralicl. Carlj-la'a Kuy dd, 3iG. 
RanduljiU, Pliilip, dcfeniLi Cnrlj'lc, ii. 2T«. 
Ri-oding, ippttiic for, not loat, ii. 366. 

Ke«il, SimpMn. *, Bupdeniior^an drngfcliit, hii book on tbe GrMrtb ot 
llic Miu<l unt, ITi gild Carlyle liki^ liiin, ii; more o[ hit papen 
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Rtl'i-fttnlotitt J/cn, atadira for, ii. OS, 90. 

Ilicli, no wi»e man, in unte of (nKdom to apeiid, 100. 

Rjclilfr, Jeui Paul, iDflnBon of Carlj-ls'* article on, IBS. 

Bip1«y. George, lovet Carlyte, BEIi wrilea to him, Mti Ipiuror, S};'^ 
putcs a eolon? of aerjculturlsta and tcbolan, 336. 

BushII, a. h.. Sterling'! papers In liia hands, ii. IS; debiyi to print, 83; 
jupera returned by, 70. 

Buueli, Dr. L« Banin, earned repnblicalion of Snrtor, Btti on Carlyle'* 
portrait, !i. B6. 

St. Lnoia, viait to, ii. 250. 

Salt Lake City, viiit to, ii. 880. 

Saitain, portrait of Carlyte engravod by, ii. 94. 

Sarlor Rtinrttu, four oumbera received, tbauk> Tar, ili deflant didioti, 
13: pamphlet copy received, 29; iia unpopularity, 89; appreciaiion 
of, in tSeti England, 48; cqilea wanlid, 48; ihoughl of repriniing, 
48; y\]f* Martincau fed on, SO; preached (mm puljuls and leclur*- 
room*. 84: notice of, in Ifortk Anitriean Rttitv, B4. SO; r<i(n- of 
American reprint sen', 86: fire hundred copiei printed, SB; all aold, 
eg; aecond Amoricin edition, 123; referred to in Mirottntt aa ■ 
New England book, 133; 1,100 copies sold, 131; album of illuatim- 
Unnaln, 11.38. 

Salurilay Club, tnenlioti of the, il. 3B1. 

SeUillrr. IJft of, reprinted in America, 68. 

Bvlwt. ''nplai". HUtlli«itt "cut by his ship, 250. 
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Sedgwick, Miss Catherine, 240. 

Silliman, Professor Benjamin, success of his lectures in Boston, 54. 

Slavery, preaches on abolition of, ii.85; whether slavery or freedom shall 
be abolished, 267; emancipation, 314; our soldiers learn to hate, 
817. 

Social R^orm, numberless projects of, 334. 

Socrates, Carlyle disparaged, 8; wonder at Carlyle's lack of sympathy 
with, 32. 

Speaking to a multitude, delight in, 285. 

Speddiog, James, Miss Bacon desires to see, ii. 257 c. 

Spring, Marshall, takes Margaret Fuller to Europe, ii. 141. 

Spurzheim, Dr. J. 6., his lectures in Boston, 64. 

Stanley, the Hon. Lyulph, visits Emerson, ii. 318, 324. 

Sterling, John, beginning of friendship with, 145; his irritings In Bhch' 
woody 145, 184; his Onyx Ring^ 222; remarks on his writing, 266; 
receipt of letter from, 266; referred to, 309; his Poem* acknowl- 
edged, 313; letters from, 335, 360; papers of, ii. 16; letter from, 
83; gloomy news from, 69; papers of, returned, 70; news from, 76; 
death of, 83; likeness of, 167; his letters, 232. 

Sterling, Life of, referred to, ii. 240. 

Stirling, J. H., author of The Secret of Hegel^ mention of, ii. 331. 

Story, William W., referred to, ii. 239. 

Sumner, Charles, introduction of, 135; referred to, 146, 316; visit from, 
326 ; on Carlyle's portrait, ii. 95. 

Swedenborg, ii. 96. 

Swedenborgianism, remarks on, 82. 

Temperance, preaches on, ii. 85. 

Tennyson, his Poems, edited by C. S. Wheeler, ii. 8; loved with allow- 
ance, 76; referred to, 141, 284. 

Teufelsdruckh. See Sartor Beiartui. 

Thackeray, his visit to America, ii. 257 e; mention of, 284, 285. 

Thoreau, Henry, a young poet, 269; his writing in the DicU^ 316; notice 
of, 361. 

Thorwaldsen, mention of, ii. 284. 

Transcendentalism, warnings against, 183; the community in some terror 
of, 324. 

Transcendentaliit, the, a proposed journal, 47; desire for it, 50; sugges- 
tion that Carlyle should edit it, 58; Hedge to be its editor, 58. 

Untted States, government in the, a job, 16; a trade, 84. 
Universe, the compensations of the, 50. 
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Waldcs Povd, pnreiuueof Uad on botden of, iL 77, ISL 
War, the, (1M2) iL ai6; (18M) SS; ptmiM of. J»; (1886) 
Wvd, Ikmiicl G., muUr ci hoaptulitr, iL iS; to do put off 

lUrgareC FoJler. 232; ndentd to, 274, 804. 
Woahington, the citv of, lectaret tkcre propooed, 2&1 ; tmU to, n. 88; 

little repTMented Ihcre, 28. 
Webster, Daniel, a good and itraig man, 16; kb speech on Foot's 

lution sent, 16; remarks on, 268; his kindness to Edwaid 

Emenon, 26tf. 
West, the Far, iL 231; the worid there done up in large kits, 886. 
WtMtwUtuUr HevUw, oa ICootaigne, 184. 
Wheeler, Charles Steams, correcU proof of AfiseeUauUs, 178; 

from Carljle to, 209 ; mentk>ned, 224, 241, 870, 306 ; a faithfol 

250; going to Europe, IL 8; edits first Americaa edition ai X 

ft^jn't Poems, 3. 
White Mountsinn, %-Uit to, ii. 374 a. 
Whitman, Walt, hift Uates of Grasi, ii. 283. 
Wijrhf, (). W., reprinting' MUcellaniei.Zfil, 308. 
Wilhrlm Mutter, trauslation of, reprinted in America, 68; reread 

P'rnernon, 313. 
Wilkinwin, Dr. Garth, man of prodipous talent, ii. 233. 
Winconnin, the fannor makes the heroic age for, ii. 266. 
Wood, Antony, ii. 276. Sec Athena Oxonietuct. 
WordHWorth, visit to, ii. 190. 
Writcni, faith in, aa a class, ii. 58. 
Wrltinj?, propi)ftC8 to do some, 286, 297; inclines to, on anything 

hiHtory, 325. 

YouMO, Drigham, impressions of, ii. 380. 
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